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"The deaf shall hear, the blind see, the lame walk 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS 

TO THX 

READER. 

** SmaU things a/te required of M«in that have not 
fMuh received,*^ 

Ab it Iiath been given bo it hath heen received. It 
is not right for us to add to or diminish firom what God 
bath giycDb Trusting he will receive these small offer- 
ings as the gift of his own hand, impressed upon a 
simple mind, we have not borrowed of the wise in heart 
nor the learned in skill, and therefore we cannot offer 
unto the world that which othexs have received. We 
press not our simplicity upon the thoughts gS the 
learned, who can find a better supply in the higher 
spheres of action. We preach our own means as the 
best known to us to be adapted to our purpose, and to 
offer in the House of the Lord. They imitate our 
doctrine and direct our praise. 

Trusting that our simplicity will not be offensive to 
others, nor be cause of discouragement to ourselves, 
the following pages accompany our doctrine and speak 
our thoughts in the praises of Gk>d. 



HYMNS OF PRAISE. 



HYMN I. 
The Increasing Fold. 

LORD, where the water *s still and clear 
And the deep rivers gently flow, 
The shepherd and his flocks appear. 
The dews descend, and pastures grow. 

Where love doth hedge the fruitful field 
The lion *s never heard to roar ; 
The leopard and the wolf doth yield. 
Nor birds of prey destroy no more. 

The little ones in safety dwelL 
Because they 're in a finepherd's care 
That conquered pride and death an<l hell 
By strong submission and by prayer. 

There he delights to feed his own 
Resting bene^ the vine and tree, 
He 's called his flock from all alone, 
And saint and seraph *8 where they be. 

And where his love doth never cease 
Will ever be the gathering fold ; 
The hope of joy, the joys of peace, 
A place of wonder to iJehola ! 
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8 HTXMS OF FRAISX. 

HYMN V. 
The gathering oflsrmL 

THE distant regions far abroad 
Oh God, thy voice shall hear, 
And sacred visions firom our Gk>d 
ShaU fill the listening ear. 

A weary soul shall Israel have 
His trembling hope shall fail, 

Till Gk)d doth*come from Heaven to save 
And break the binding seal. 

Till ages like the cloud shall flee 
That shadows o*er the sim. 

Till nations leave their all for thee. 
Thou Hope of joys to come ! 

Until the garment 's cast away 

So long in vain it 's worn ; 
Until Messiah^s glorious day 

"With joy shall light the mom. 



HYMN VI. 
A doubtful mind, 

II • ■ /^^' ^^ ^ ^^ ^^ slumber still, 

V-x A wakening voice I hear ; 
Is it Messiah's glorious will 
Or a false light appear ? 



If I should rise and leave mine all 
And clouds o'ershade ray way ; 

My feet might slide, and I might fall^ 
And then be taught to pray. 
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' j^ A beaten way my parents made 
That run tne race "before ; 
If I should leave what these have said, 
I *11 have to seek for more. 

But oh, I see a rising sun 

And children wise as I, 
My spirit foils, what will be done, 

I dread mine hour to die. 



HYMN VII. 

A voaking from death, or turning from sin to 
Righteousness, 

SOME drawings in my soul I feel. 
Some invitations to remove ; 
But oh, how hard to break the seal. 
The glory of this world I love. 

In vain I see I 've spent my days 
Till death and darkness do appear ; 
I have restramed my tongue from praise. 
And from my God mclin'd mine ear. 

In worship I 've had no delight^ 
I 've shunn'd the throne where comusels flow ; 
I sought not what the wise did write, 
The will of God refus'd to know. 

Oh, now an ill-spent life I see. 
My sins are naked in mine eyes ; 
My God with shame I look to thee 
In whom alone my comfort lies . 
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HYMN VIIL 
Sigfu of repentance. 

OH Lord, I have a ailent tongue, 
Alistening ear to hear. 
My spirit joins where praise is sung 
And to the wise I 'm near. 

Assembled too to praise the Lord 

Mj heart inclines to be ; 
My soul delimits to hear thy word. 

My sins relactant flee. 

Strong wedded to my soul have been 
These paths that lead astray, 

But now I make my ffarments clean, 
And tread the humole way. 

Sweet peace shall in mine home attend 

And every servant free. 
My sins to leave, my life to mend, 

Lord, all shall worship thee. 



HYMN IX. 
Di awing near the Houee of Israel. 

LORD, teach me how to read thy laws, 
Thy will and word obey 1 
And let thy glory be my cause. 
And put mine own away 1 

Lord, let me at thine altar stand. 

Receive mine offering there 1 
And let me live by thy command. 

My sorrows hna my prayer ! 
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Mark out my life Lord, in a line. 

As thou would'st have me go, 
Ijet all my heart and sonl be thine. 

And this frail body too 1 

Spare not my sins from thy rebuke, 

Nor seal them with a seal ; 
But pardon V>f <^ <^d overlook, 

Wnen I thy sentence feel ! 

And, of my heart close not the door 

Against redeeming love, 
Untu my my heart shall sin no more. 

From painfcd guilt remoye ! 



HTMNX. 
Beceiving the ckastUemj&nts of the Lord, 

BOUND by the sacred cord. 
Or the conyicting chain, 
I cry for mercy from the Lord, 
On Gk>d, abate the flame 1 

My heart consumes within, 
My sinful spirit dies, 
I taste the wages of my sin ; 
My soul a captiye lies. 

Oh, move the prison door 
The mourner to release, 
I'U make a vow to sin no more. 
Oh, grant my spirit peace ! 
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12 HTHXS OF PBAI8& 

I feel the flame abate, 
My soul doth feel resign'd, 
A hand of merc^ ^s at the gate, 
And I *ve a living mind. 

Oh, could my heart retain 
The wounds so deeply made, 
The mercies of a Saviour's name. 
The sin that me betrayed. 

Then should my spirit live 
And all ray fears depart, 
And how the heavens did me forgive 
And heal'd my broken heart 



HYMN XL 
The measures of Man, or the world wanting rest 

MY heart is broken and distressed. 
To see the world in want of rest, 
To see men wandering from their home. 
Before their eyes an opening tomb. 
Among the lost I now behold 
No friendly shepherd, peace nor fold, 
My spirit rais'd her voice to cry. 
And ask my parent, who am I ? 
"With frowning words, and sharp rebuke. 
Reply was made, the heavens snook. 
The earth all trembling stood to hear 
And gave the Lord a Ustening ear. 
Mine eyes were weeping and my mind 
Was seeking Eden's rest to find ; 
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But o\ the sentence when it came 
Taught me that tears and prayer is rain. 
Submission is the painful cause- 
To lead man home to where he was, 
Vo offering made nor tribute paid 
Can place a crown upon my head ; 
But meek humility and fear 
Will make my grie& to light appear. 



HYMNXIL 
The effeeti ofhumUUy^and submisnon to the tvUtofGod* 

RESiaN*D, I bow my head to know 
A Saviour and his ways. 
The reason why I haye a foe. 
The cause I nave for praise. 

My flowing tears, my inward pain 

Doth from my heart arise ; 
Where Jesus hath wrote down his name. 

Mine all 'B a sacrifice. 

How'bng it takes my will to die. 

The dyins groans i hear ; 
And when me tomb to me is nigh 

I lyngiiiah with a tear. 

Here doth this world give up the ghosts 

Ab Jesus drew his breath, 
And tH my pride and prayers are lo6t„ 

And languish into death. 
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Here shall this world enjoy a rest 
Beyond the painful tomb ; 

And every pauunl sotd tiiat 's loet 
Throogh Jesus find their homei 



HYMil XllL 
Ditcovering Merofk 

THROUGH sorrow, joys d© pine away, 
As weeping infEUits die ; 
Still mourning m this hoUse of clay 
With grieving parents by. 

So must my morning joys depart, 
•T is known by God's decree ; 

*T is he that dom rebuke the heart 
To set the mourner free. 

How plain Jehovah 's made the way, 

Mark'd by his bleeding son, 
Hifi footsteps an are known this day 

By them that 's call*d and come. 

A drop of oil for every tear. 

Ana wine for every ffroan 
Is recompense for worship here ; 

And Cnrist by such are known. 

I *n taste the wormwood and the gall, 

I 'U drink my sorrows in ; 
By these the man of sin doth teJl, 

And these redeem from mxh 
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HYMN XIV. 
Bread from Heaven. 

OH Lord, 'tis thy delight to feed 
Our hunger and our thirst, 
When we can walk as Ihou 'st decreed 
To where the mourner 's blest 

How oft my in&nt spirit cries, 

As oft thj loTe is Imown, 
Hj erery grief I am more wise^ 

And rarighter sons hare shone. 

Although mine eyes in sorrow weep, 

These tears I baTe to spare ; 
I, every earthly joy would keep. 

And this has been my prayer. 

Oh, how unskill'd a noise I make, 

And heaven and God refuse, 
But oh, it 's for my Saviour's sake 

No more will I excuse. 

His griefe to me are bread and wine 

And ffiven my soul to save ; 
Lord, bfess me, with this Son of thine^ 

And fit me &Nr the grave. 



fiYldt XV. 
Thipeaa of (he worlds and a 8a»iour^$ returnt 



'HAT Deace tins reedess world shall see, 
. . ICy Qod when they will worship Oiee ; 
Their tears shall cease, their joy shall flow. 
And every child their Saviour Isnow. 
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And every flock their shepherd own, 
Aiid place Immanuel on the throne. 
When folds in peace together join 
In praise and prayer to spend their time, 
And every sabbath day record 
With peace and blessing to the Lord ; 
Then this lost world their peace shall see, 
Their king shall come, their sorrows fl«e. 
He 'U write salvation in the breast, 
*T is peace, be still and be at rest 
These are the glory of his dajs. 
When children learn to give him praise, 
And when a weary world doth cease 
To sin, to buy immortal peace. 

HYMN XVL 
Hope in redemption from nn, 

LORD, in my sins I have no rest, 
A house for me prepare 
Where I may enter, and be blest. 
Where thme 's assembled there. 

Where children like the willows bow 
That 's bending o'er the stream. 

Where these like servauts keep their vow, 
And titioa dost make them dean. 

Where these their thrilling voices raise 

Thy mercy to rep^t, 
Where all the house is join'd in praise 

And worship at thy feet 

Here let my soul for ever be, 
Thy care my house and home. 

Thy love f^m heaven cleansing me 
Until I meet tiie tomb. 
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HYMN XVII. 
Departing from sorrow. 

OLORD, I find a resting place 
Thou hast for me prepar'd. 
Where children feed upon thy grace 
And love to serve the LordL 

Thou hast uncloth'd their minds from fear 

And caU*d their spirits home, 
And gave their soul a listening ear. 

And blest them from thj throne. 

There's none of these abroad I see 

So happy in their place 
As these, that bow to worship thee, 

And have no shame of face. 

Oh Lord, what is this great reward 

Repeatedly I hear ? 
Or, who are these that serve the Lordy 
Or where dost thou appear ? 

Reward is welcome, stranger in, 

A crumb with me paiiake, 
And when thou scest such days begin 

It is for heaven's saka 

And there thou scest my giving hand 

And mere V to restore. 
The fold is ted by my command. 

And sorrows are no more. 



HYMN XVIII. 

Betuming_from abroad, or the wanderer coming home. 

,H God, thy spirit is the place 

From whence I first arose, 

B 
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When I departed from thy grace 
I found a world of foes, 

Thy lore and mercy found me there 
Oh, why didst thou pursue. 

Or offer me a shepherd's care, 
Thy love to feed me too ? 

Unworthy, Lord, do I receive, 
I* ve sinn*d against thy name, ^ 

But now my sins my heart do grieve. 
And all I 've found is vain. 

• Lord, if thou wilt pardon grant. 
My penitence shall be 
Like cnildren seeking all they want» 
Forgiveness, Lord, of thee. 



HYMN XIX. 
The knowledge of God. 

LORD, present, as I know thou art^ 
To ^Give me, and to heal my heart. 
To bless me with a humble mind. 
When to affliction I »m resigned ; 
To cleanse my spirit for thy Son 
And fit me for my years to come, 
Thou dost refine me in the fiame 
From every thought that is in vain. 
Thy spirit calls the dead to rise 
Because they *re harmless, and they 're wise, 
Thou ffiv'st my spirit eyes to see 
That these are attributes from thee. 
Thou giv'st me portions of their mind. 
With them I joy and wisdom find ; 
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The bread that did their souls sustain, 
Thine hand did give to me again. 
Nor yet by giving dost thou cease. 
From every bond thou dost release ; 
And when my mournful spirit cries 
Thy voice is near to bid me rise. 



HYMN XX. 
Vidoiy over sin, 

OH, what temptations I have known 
When in despair, and griev*d alone ; 
Had not Messiah's mind been there 
M^ soul had ^nted in despair ; 
His word hath been a Mend to me 
To lead me through humility ; 
His Spirit 's been a morning sun 
And taught me all the good I 've done. 
He is the presence of nnr Qod 
That came to me from &x abroad. 
Ho often goes, but doth return 
Because ms life on earth 's to jnoum : 
He is my wormwood and my call. 
My life, my death, he 's all and all ; 
He is my spirit when I »m right. 
My evening griefs, my mommg light, 
To me a heaven and hell of pain. 
Through every change I know his name. 

HYMN XXI. 
Hope without end. 

MY hope through troubles doth arise 
And my vain thoughts do flee, 
Temptation a^ small captive lies 
That 's been a foe to me. 
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Bound by that strong and sacred cord 
That doth the world subdue ; 

For heaven is subject to the Lord, 
Our joys and sorrows too^ 

In every time the scale doth move. 
He snows a turning hand ; 

It is the dictates of his love 
Each change to understand. 

There 's not an orbit in the skies 
Nor change that is below ; 

None but are given to make us wiae, 
Our souls the Lord to know. 

Oh hope, my joys, my heaven, my stay^ 

Strong piilax life to bear. 
To me tiiou aiii the heavenly way 

The master of despair. 



HYMN XXIL 
T%e blessings of faith 

KNOWN to my breast and free 
A volume wrote within, 
A life no human eye can see 
No hope nor joy in sin. 

Awakes the sleeping eyes 
"With terror and wim rear 
And calls the soul to upward rifle. 
For death and hell is near. 



HYMNS OF PRASK. ^1 

A work for men prepares, 
A path they must pursue. 
And to the conscience ^ving prajen^ 
With hope in moummg too. 

The dearest offerings choose 
That are on earth possessed. 
And every deed of sin refuse 
That hope and Mth be blest 



HYMN XXIIL 
Jin impenitent life* 

WHEN first the light from hearen flhoii« 
I trembled and I was afraid, 
I sigh'd, I sorrow'd, and unknown 
The curse of God was on my head. 

A burning hell increased within. 
These were my offerings to prepare ; 
To mourn and weep I did begin. 
My sorows form'd my mournful prayez. 

Sometimes I saw a shining sun. 
Oh then I thought the Lord was near. 
Unknown to me his death must oom& 
Again my Qod did disappear. 

My sins to me like giants rose 

For oh my thoughts were wild and strong, 

These were to me a hell of woes. 

The idle speeches of my tongua 
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I yanish'd and I fled away 
From every joy 't was blest and good, 
And oh, my soul was fed that day 
With my Kedeemer's flesh and blood. 

And for my sins I offered mine 

If Jesus would my life restore, 

I said, Jehovah, all is thine ! 

And flesh and blood can give no more. 

HYMN XXIV. 
The acceptance of sorrow, or the atonement for Sin 

WHY should I offer to my God 
If he »8 not able to repay. 
His spirit gives for flesh and blood 
To tate our inward griefs away. 

He pardons, and he doth forgive. 
When we do bow before his throne ; 
He saith imto our spirits, live, 
I *ve cleans'd you and you are mine own. 

Atonement is in spirit made 
When the sad paius of hell we feel, 
When thorns do bear upon the head 
And Satan 's strong to bruise the heel 

Oh, why should I refuse to die ? 
My sinful spirit must decay ; 
And death and hell is ever nigh 
To bear my stolen joys away. 

Oh Lord, I*Il groan away my breath, 
I'll offer till I have no more. 
For thou'st designed my soul to death 
And then to life for evermore. 
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HYMJ^ XXV. 
Rising from the dead. 

MY spirit life in me doth find 
Although a Saviour's death is there, 
These are the changes of the mind. 
The evening and the morning star, < 

M^ spirit doth from trouble rise 
Whene'er my sinful thoughts are sltdn, 
When earth 's not glorious in mine eyes, 
WTien all the pride of life is vain. 

Then doth my spirit seem to flee 
From hiUs and mountains, fields and plains, 
From where the throne of kings may oe. 
And where the harlot God profeines. 

Where all the mirths that wine afford. 
Whence princes unto Kings are crown'd, 
My soul DTom death and heU 's restored 
From sin to praises, God 's renown'd. 



HYMN^ XXVL 
Life with Chd, or the sinner restored* 

NO food I on my table see 
But what my God hath given me, 
1^0 firuit the blessed vintage bears 
But what Gk)d gave me for my prayen. 

Nor wine, the choicest grapes afford, 
Is now forbidden by the Lord ; 
There 's not a fruit that Eden bears 
But is the recompense of tears. 
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And joyful as the scenes may be 
Still heaven is more than earth to me. 
Where angels flying round the throne, 
There Gk)d, and Clmst, and angel *8 faw 

And where the humble are at rest 
The body, soul, and spirit 's blest ; 
These have their blessings and their fix 
A spirit that is blest and good. 

On this they *re feeding, and repose. 
Their days of light do never close, 
Their evening shade will never be 
For these, oh God, do live with thee. 

HYMN XXVII. 
The Shepherd feeding his ovm. 

OH little flock to Jesus join 'd 
How sweet 's the heavenly crumb, 
He knows your hunger in his mind 
His soul with you is one. 

■ He blesses, and he doth impart 

From his unceasing store, 
The spring of life is in his heart, 
"We drink, and thirst no more. 

His love, his love, doth never cease 
The pasture *8 ever green ; 

He feeas the flock, nor takes the fleece 
He keeps the garden clean. 

Ko thorns nor thistles there arise 
He clothes and feeds the mind. 

His spirit *s harmless, meek, and wise 
And his own heart we find. 
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HYMN XXVIII. 
The blessifiQ of peace, or a union with a Saviour's mind. 
/lOULD I see Christ before mine eyes 
V-/ When he a person wore. 
It could not more my heart suffice, 
I know the griefe ne bore. 

My spirit feeds where Jesus fed 

In judgment and in grace. 
Though less by far my measure's made 

Unworthy of this place. 

Finding a crumb, a moment's rest, 

His fife before mine eyes ; 
A painful calvary in my breas^ 

The tomb where Jesus lies. 

I am contented when I mourn 

And when my soitows cease 
I »am glad when Jesus doth return 

For ho 's my life in peace. 



HYMN XXIX. 
The kingdom of the Lord. 

OH welcome pleasure, loug I »ve sought 
A saving voice to hear, 
A world where sorrow is forgot, 
A peaceful kingdom near. 

Where God and Christ for ever reigns 

My soul this place must be. 
Where there 's no prison, hell, nor pains, 

A time to come with me. 
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Oh Lord thou keep*st an open door 
And mercy for the poor, _^ 

Thou ask'st submission, and no moflJT 
Each bleeding heart to cure. 

Oh Lord, send Jesus to my breast, 
He is thy word from heaven. 

The balm for all that are distress'd, 
A blessing thou hast given. 

"With him tliy mercy doth attend 

A kingdom of his own 
Blest from beginning to the end 

Where he has made his throne. 

His kingdom is the deeds of grace 
Where thought and deed descend, 

That is his kingdom and his place 
Where peace will never cna. 



HYMN XXX 
The virtues of truth. 

LORD, thy enlivening grace I feel 
Direction Lord thy spirit sees, 
No virtues do thv heart conceal 
For tliou, Lora, delight in these. 

• T is not a vesture we put on. 
Or polish'd garments that we wear ; 
But know the days that thou art gone 
By moumiDg, fasting, and by prayer. 
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Rejoicing when rejoicing 's due, 
Ceasing to mourn at thy return, 
Appraising when our joys are new 
That caus'd the heart to cease to mourn. 

Healing the wounds by sorrow made 
When we bear others' grief away, 
Lord, so thy mercies are repaid. 
These are me virtues of this day. 



HYMN XXXL 
The protecting care of God. 

OGK)D, how constant is thy care. 
How great thy love and mercies are, 
Thy name is ever with thine own 
To whom thy love and mercy's known. 

Like plants, by thee they upward rise ; 
As dew descending from, the skies. 
Or as the showers of gentle rain. 
So are the blessings of thy name. 

And as the morning flower appears 
The young succeed the passing years ; 
And though the aged do decay 
Thy love doth never pass away. 

Thine hand is kind to feed thine own 

And thou art vrith them when alone. 

And rich to give the wearv rest 

Where ^ou the house ana home bast blest. a 
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HYMN XXXII. 
Jicmtaintance with God, 

OLORD, thy lovo my heart ci^lSBel 
My spirit know thy name. 
My mourning is for thee to heal 
That *s touch'd with all my pain. 

I know thou hast a listening ear 
And hear'st the mourner's criea^ 

Thou art where sorrows do appear 
And seest the weeping eyes. 

Thou bind'st the measures of despair 
And grant'st thy cheering grace, 

Remov'st the darkness from the air 
And all our joys replace. 

A shepherd when the fields are bare 

To call us to remove 
To where thine unseen pastures are. 

And drink thy flowing love. 



HYMN XXXIII. 
The innocence of the people of God 

HOW inoffensive I can })e 
When God is all and all to me. 
To feed me with his heavenly care 
To heal my wounds and hear my prayer. 

I envy not, I have no thirst 
To drink the wine that God has curs'd. 
My store is where no thief can steal 
Nor serpents come to bruise the heel 
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I cannot loose, 1*11 not contend. 
What others crave I have to lend ; 
Ko^psk ray brothers to repay 
The favours they have borne away. 

It is but just my thoughts should ceaaa 
To covet when I am at peace ; 
And God *s my refuge and my store 
To see me need and give me more* 

What can we seek for or can want 
That God doth to the humble grant ; 
While God is nigh we 're ever blest 
With peace and plenty, joy and rest 



HYMIST XXXIV. 
Tasting forgiveness for sin. 

UNWORTHY, Lord, am I to rise 
From the deep pit my sins have made, 
But oh, thy bright discerning eyes 
Beheld me weeping in the £aae. 

The veil of death was o'er me spread 
And my companion was despair, 
A crown of guilt bore on my head 
I was a helpless sinner there. 

But light shone to my weeping eyes 
Thou bade me dry away the tear. 
Thou taught me of a day of joys 
And that a Saviour's love was near. 
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Thou reached to me a healing hand 
Dried up my tears and mov'd my guilt. 
Thou gave me strength to upright sifind 
And caus'd my harden'd heart to melt 

Thou gave me cups of vrine and oil 
And service for my hands to do, 
Thou led me from where sinners toil 
And my temptations did subdue. 



HYMN XXXV. 
Increasing in love to God. 

OLORD, thou hast my heart impressM 
With love, and joy, and peace, and rest ; 
Thou 'st made my wandering soul thine own 
That once was lost and moum'd alone. 

Ifow near thy Savioiu*, thine abode, 
I came a long and weary road. 
Far from thy presence Thad stray 'd 
Where hdl is Jmown, nor peace made. 

Whore darlmcps clouds the fairest day 
Of every soul that is astray, 
Until the morning may appear 
And Jesus hail the listemng ear. 

Thy hand, Lord, hath led me home 
From death and hell, and from the tomb. 
Until on earth mine eyes shall see 
My love, O Qod, hath place with thee ! 
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HYMir XXXVI. 
The light of the Redeemed of Israel. 

OLORD, do I behold thy throne 
Where Dayid and thy Son are known, 
With saints and angels circling roimd 
Where thon art known and praise abound. 

O Lord, thou author of all good. 

That sprinklefit thine with martyr's blood ; 

With stars of light before our eyes 

We see the dark and lighted skies. 

Thou giv'st us reason to behold 
The times that are, and were of old ; 
Thou giv*st our spirite light to see 
That we are all ordain'd of thee. 

Thoii weigh'st and mcasur'st all our grace 
And call'st thy servants to this place. 
That David and thy Son appear 
With praise and tiaings in tne ear. 



HYMN XXXVII. 
7?ie hope of the Lost, 

ISOXTGHT, God, but knew not where, 
My feet I could not stay, 
I spent my evenings all in prayer 
To find the joyml day. 

I saw the flocks, their pasture poor. 
Their springs were shoal ana dry, 

The shepherds could not find no more 
Their oanks were all too high. 
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Still weary as poor pilgrims are 
That bear a neavy load, 

I travell'd witli unceasing prayer 
And plac'd my hope in God. 

I saw a vision as the light 

Before the rising sun ; 
My hope dictates my feet are rights 

And ancient days will come. 

1 6&W a lamb in Eden reign 

And the creation tliere. 
And on tlie gates was Israel's name 

All in a Saviour's care. 

The wanderings of my feet did cease 
They bid me welcome in, 

And there I saw eternal ^ace, 
The end of pride and sin. 



HYMN XXXVIII. 
ji union with the people of God, 

HOW can my spirit ever thirst 
Wliere joy and peace I find ; 
My heart with ancient Israel blest, 
Companions of my mind. 

Sweet are the joys their days afford 
When they a Saviour knew, 

And these from death will be restor'd 
I seek and find them too. 
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Low in the vale of slumbering deatii 

Their spirit long has been. 
That now is living on the edrOx 

lake Eden young and green. 

How blest and harmless is their fi)od 

For heaven is their store, 
The Lord 's pronounc'd them blest and good. 

And blest for evermore. 



HYMN XXXIX. 
SuppUeaHon to dwell with the bhiaed. 

MY life, O God, is sorrow hero» 
And mourning and despair ; 
The voice of death &nd wo I bear, 
A day of Judgment 's there. 

The shade of thy chastising hand 

Is terror to my soul. 
It makes me tremble where I stand, 

Dark horrors o'er me roll 

The clouds are dark, and trembling skies 

Still threaten my remove. 
My life I'm call'a to sacrifice. 

And everything I love. 

I V^J, O Lord, remove my feet 
To where the righteous dwell^ 

My spirit mourns with them to meet 
Far fix>m a burning helL 
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HYMN XL. 
2%€ vanity of life. 

I SCARCE had seen a morning sun 
Till clouds of troubles rose. 
And unseen evils yet to come 
And my unconquer'd foes. 

A lawless master led my way. 
With cords he bound my fee\ 

In hell I had the debt to pay, 
Uis words were all deceit 

His jovs were evermore to come 
Ana tempting to pursue. 

He taught me with a lying tongue. 
He smil'd and flatter'd toa 

His joYB were ever on the wing. 
And cursed is his name. 

His heart is like Un empty thing 
That makes my life so vain. 



HYMN XLI. 
TTie confesHon of human weaknets. 

OLORD. I find that I am fraU, 
' My life to me doth prove, 
Thou hold'st the balance and the scale. 
And call'st my soul to love. 

I sought and sought, but never found 

The prize I would enjoy ; 
For thou hast all my nature bound, 

And did my hope destroy. 
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But with a heavenlj parent's care 

Thou hast preserv'd me whole, 
And all mj failings thou dost bear, 

And com'st to saye my souL 

Thine eyes did all mine errors see, 

Li love thou dost chastise, 
And I confess my sins to thee 

That 's naked in thine eyes. 



HYMN XLII. 
Tke forgiveness of sins, 

NO friend doth heaven or earth afford 
That hath the goodness of the Lord ; 
He lights the sinners darkened way. 
And turns his darkest hours to day. 

A light from God doth round him shine, 
Direction how to spend his time. 
To shun the deeds that are so vain 
That lead him to a hell of pain. 

The Lord rebukes, and doth chastise. 
With light awakes his sleeping eyes. 
In truth he gives his heart to see. 
He spends ms days in vanity. 

He chastens, and his life renews. 
He Inds him eat and not refuse ; 
He gives him his own life to share 
And tells him joy and peace are there. 
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HYMN XLIIL 
T%e changes of life. 

OLORD, when I behold thy throne. 
Thy majesty and grace ; 
I love thy word, thy name I own. 
And himger for that place. 

I see the saints compass thee round 

As children in thy care. 
And there no fears of death abound, 

Nor dread of hell is there I 

Why is my soul so fer away ? 

Lord, call me to remove, 
For these are all at rest this day 

That feed upon thy love. 

O Lord, I hunger and I thirsty 
My soul dotii famish here, 

For all the joys of life are curs'd 
Where thou dost not appear. 

Lord, call my wandering spirit homo 

I 'U promise to obey ; 
For where I am, I mourn alone. 

My joys have fled away. 



HYMN XLIV. 
ITu calU of God. 

WHY didst thou mourn, oh lonesome one T 
Thy mourning's touch'd my listeniDg 
I will be witii thee, wilt thou come T 
To thee, the Saints at rest are near. 
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Thy spirit must new gannents wear. 
Thou most put off these spotted clothes ; 
For these are where thy bruises are 
When thou wast wounaed by tiiy foes I 

Thou must forsake the flatterine tongue 
That thjr temptations do conceal ; 
From this world's glory thou must come. 
For there the serpents bruise thy heel. 

Seek to thyself some lonesome shade 
That is to this proud world unknown, 
I '11 teach thee where thy peace is made. 
And ihovL must dwell with me alooe. 



HYMK XLV. 
Wisdom from the Lord, 

A JOYFUL heart I feel. 
Why did my sins remoye ? 
A cloud did all my faults conceal. 
My spirit 's dom'd with loye. 

My heart to lifs did wake 
A yoice I never knew, 
Did all my life in pieces break 
And aU my hope renew ? 

OaU'd from the tomb of death. 
Did I lift up mine eyes ^ 
And saw my bleeding Saviour hath 
A mansion in the skies ? 



i 
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He gaye me wings to rise. 
And call'd my hope abr<Mid» 
And means to make my spirit wiBft 
And see my rest wim uod. 



HYMN XLVI 
Receimng rest. 

LORD, as this worid I leaye 
My joys the more increase, 
The less my troubl'd heart doth griere^ 
And more enjoy my peace. 

There 's but a step between 
Me and where others rest ; 
And when thine hand doth make me clean 
With them, I will be blest 

I '11 seek the washing-place, 
Or Jordan to go throng ; 
And by the chastening of thy grace 
I 'U see salyation too. 

My hope thou dost increase. 
And seas and nM>untains moye» 
And as I flee my troubles cease 
To meet increasing loye« 



HYMN XLVII. 
The miseries of life, 

OLORD, how short 's our time to know 
Thine heayens aboye, thine earth below ; 
But where thy spirit doth appear 
The heayens, the earth, and nell are near ! 
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In erery age, our Gkxl shall be 
In judgmeDt, mercy, and decree. 
As when his spirit first did moye 
In judgment^ mercy and in love. 

Unyaried as the rolling sun ; 
€k>d is* as when our time beffun. 
There 's nothing ever more shall move, 
Nor can the works of God improve. 

Man was at first, his Qod to know. 
The heavens above, the earth below, 
The bounds and measures of his time. 
The works of Gk>d and Gk>d divina 

' T is a delusion of the brain 
To say that time to us is vain. 
Or, ttiat a work that Grod has done 
Shall perish in an age to come. 



HYMN XLVIIL 
TTU directions of Immortality. 

THE Lord that gave me life and breath 
Can still this mortal frame in death ; 
My life at first from spirit came. 
And wiU return to him again. 

Life 's Uke a circuit in the skies, 
As sun and moon doth sit and rise, 
In every age they are the same, 
And thare *s no part of life is vaio. 
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If wrong my hands or feet sluyald do 
It brings a judgment day in yiew. 
If righC I 'm blest, and all 's to know 
That God above doth dwell below. 

Bince mortal man the race hath nm. 
His days are now as when be^n ; 
Since nrst the breath of life did more 
' T is in the heart the world to loye. 

There are no sons but Adam's race^ 
In eyery birth he 's in our places 
In eyery one, God doth reaeem 
The life of Adam 's say'd and clean. 



HYMN XLIX. 
The sinners hope 

LORD, I was for thy purpose made, 
» T is my own heart my life betray 'd ; 
But now, oh Lord thine eyes do see 
There is a time of grief in me. 

This is a lesson thou hast taught. 

If eyer by me to be forgot, 

A Jordan that doth make me clean 

When I pass though the troubled stream. 

A secret flame doth in me bum. 
It causes my whole heart to mourn ; 
As sacred as thy holy flame. 
Thou mak'st my guilt a hell of pain. 
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Thia is thy mercy and thy love, 
' T is helloelow, from heaven above. 
Because thy judgment doth descend 
To teach me now I thee offend. 

In hell, thou wilt not leave my soul 
Thou sin destroy 'st, but sav'st me whole. 
In age, or where my soul may be ; 
Through hell 's a pathway home to thee. 



HYMN L. 
2%e deception of the mind. 

OLORD, my thoughts did rise too high. 
Forgetting, I for sin must die ; 
But thou in judgment dost reclaim, 
And call'st my thoughts to thee again. 

Oh Lord, the gate was made so wide 
My soul did run without a guide ; 
At first my mind no master knew 
Till I the gate of death went through. 

And every in&nt treads my way 
Since Adam's eyes first saw the day. 
And all is knowledge, sense, and truth. 
To manhood, from the days of youth. 

A time on earth will never be 
To change our God, or his decree ; 
He has made all things and he swore 
The first shall be for evermore. 
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HYMN LI. 

Xi/e coming into existence^ or the resurrection of the 

Dead. 

TO me, I first from nothing came, 
I knew not God, nor knew his name. 
But life this mortal frame did moye, 
And life was given to improve. 

My soul had life within to feeL 
' T was life to me did sin reveal, 
And life in me had quiet rest, 
Of grief and joy I was possess'd. 

As age pass'd on from year to year. 
Mine eyes did see, mine ears did hear ; 
Vex'd with the portions of my care 
I sought a lighter load to bear. 

But oh, my burden did increase, 

I sought abroad, but had no peace 

Each prospect flaiter'd, I pursued 

And found my thoughts were wild and rude. 

Some other Gkd I sought to find. 
My life deceived n»y tioubled mind. 
And I bow*d down my knee to pray 
Tliat I might find f>ome other way. 

A spark of life and light arose, 
I saw my thoughts had been my foes, 
And this is life to me that 's given 
A second time, from God in heaven. 
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HYMN LII. 
The morning of the Resurrection. 

ARISE, my son, thine eyes shall see 
There is an open gate for thee ; 
My word hath in thy bosom rose 
To quench the flame, and still thy fises. 
To me thy sorrows are resigned. 
In me each thought a rest shall find. 
And all that hath possessed thy heart 
Shall never more from me depart : 
For aU that mov*d within were life 
Unskill'd in victory, lost in strife, 
Till I each portion did renew 
"Bj chastemng, dying, living, too ; 
Till all my heart to man did give,. 
For evermore with me shall live. 



HYMN LIII. 
Dwelling with the Lord. 

OLORD, a wounded heart I feel. 
For thou hast giv'n me life to know, 
Ood's pleasure is to wound and heal. 
To pass a fiery judgment through. 

Oh Lord, the pains I did endure 
Is more than nature can express ; 
And then chy healing word to cure, 
The heavens and earth to me are less. 

My life like bleeding veins did flow. 
Each died submission in their part. 
And thus I died, a hell to know 
That life and death was in my heart 
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Oh ! the immortal gtings of crime 
That thou, oh Qod, alone can moye. 
Has tauffht me liife ana death are thin^ 
Both heU and heaven are to improve. 

My spirit doth with Jesus live. 
Because he did my soul restore : 
And heaven and hell are his to give. 
And life and death for evermore. 



HYMN LIV. 
Receiving eternal life. 

LORD, thou didst in the body dwell. 
The person and the spirit 's thine : 
By thee hath kings and councils fell. 
To thee, I give tlus heart of mine. 

Oh, may it be thy dwelling-place , 
Make of my heart, for thee a throne, 
That I may see thee face to face. 
And be a servant of thine own. 

Direct ray thoughts to come and go. 
And ever bring good tidings home. 
To taste thy ioys, to feel thy woe. 
That all thy life in me be known. 

Eternal is thy known decree, 
There's woe and misery in thy time. 
As in thy person be in me. 
For heaven and earth, and hell are thine. 
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HYMN LV. 
jin humble mind seeking grace. 



LONG for thy name, Lord, I '7e sought* 
Thy grace and truth to find ; 
To know now dear salvation 's bought 
And a redeemed mind. 

Dark were mine hours, the midnight shade 

Was darkness in my way. 
In death, fur sin, I tribute paid. 

And saw the dawning day. 

But stin possess'd of doubts and fears. 

My foes compassed me round ; 
A thousand voices in mine ears 

Said I no truth had found. 

Myload was great, my feet to moye 

Were slothful on the way. 
How hard it is to life improve 

I knew right well that day. 

But; now and then a clouded sun 
Shone through the darken'd skies. 

Unsought by me a day had come^ 
I must have weeping eyes. 

My sins upright like ^ants stood. 

And did my grace defy ; 
Gknth'd with my sins, unknown to good. 

My spirit had to die 1 
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HYMN LVI. 
Mourning because of Sin. 

THE morning star of heavenly light 
Through mourning put my sins to flig 
Like chaff, 1 saw my son-ows flee 
When mercy came to comfort me. 
My joys were like the winter's day, 
But short, and liasten'd soon away, 
And piercing griefs, I had to know, 
The perils Moses passed through ; 
The load that ancient Israel bore 
That lives with God for evermore. 
To know a Saviour, * t were unknown, 
His judgments, mercies, and liis throne, 
By him alone be taught to move 
From all I did by nature love : 
I moum'd and wcpt<, with many a sigh 
Because I had to hve and die ; 
Still live and painful griefe endure 
To make my spirit new and pure. 



I 



HYMN LVII. 
Strength from Jehovah's giving hand. 

MY spirit 's known no God, but one. 
Nor no direction, but his grace. 
His wisdom, ever is to come. 
His spirit binds, and do^ release. . 

And every oflspring is his son. 
That from the noly fountain flows ; 
He '8 absent, and he is to come 
Till deaUi shall be a sweet repose. 
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HIa arm is stroDg, his hand i^ high. 
King Jesus hath his image bore ; 
He died likewise, that I might die 
And liye with God for evermore. 

His spirit gives me strength to know. 
His hfe doth give ray heart to feel 
The burning pains of hell below. 
And joj my wounded soul to heal. 

All this is done by great command, 
By him we &11 to rise again ; 
Still led by a Redeemer's hand. 
Through death we glorify his name. 



HYMN LVIIL 
Biting from sleep, or waking to newness of L\f€ 

OLORD, why did my spirit cease. 
Or, yet my painful heart to beat ? 
Tell me, is this the way to peace 
The painful pathway of thy feet ? 

Oh Lord, why did my life depart, 
Or to my foes become a prey, 
Was it tnat I might know tny heart ? 
My spirit see thy dying day. 

Oh Lord, how dark my garments are, 
My soul is clothed wim thy dealii. 
My soul no more is known to prayer, 
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ThT lifi^ *» implauteti in mj hesrt^ 
Herause thy ayiui; dar I feel, 
Thnni^h d<Mtli I have with thee a part» 
Aud kuow thy life, my heart to hew. 

To heaviHi. I lift my weeping eyes 
The Krlory of thy uanie I see ; 
In death akme my comfort lies, 
Because through death I part with thee. 



HYMN LIX 
TV Mnemory of the Jusf. 

THROUGH all the records of Ihy name, 
Oh Lord are thy decrees. 
Thy saiuts have known a hell of pain, 
'ihj spirit dwells with these. 

Thou led'st me in the mournful way. 

And by thiue hand alone. 
Thou giv'st to me that ancient day 

In which thy name was known. 

But oh I my pathway 's dark and deep, 

A mournful Yoicc I hear, 
I 'm by thy spirit taught to weep, 

Nor present comfort near. 

And when my soul ascends so high. 

That I may ask thy name. 
And when I hear thy still reply. 

It is, this world is yain. 
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A thousand thoughtless tumults rise 

Like bubbles on the sea, 
And fools have taught them to be wise. 

And greater fools they be. 

But thou must mourn with those that weep, 
There *s thoughts that are sincere ; 

And many eyes will wake that sleep 
When 1 to them appear. 



HYMN LX. 
The birth of a Redeemer. 

BLEST is the mind that is impress'd 
With God's angelic power, 
His soul shall enter into rest. 
And see a joyful hour. 

Great are thy favours, God, I own, 

The mother and the son 
Are both angelic on thy throne, 

And oft to earth they come. 

The heart that doth of thee conceive 

Is still the mother dear. 
And when the soul for sin doth grieve 

Thy darling doth appear. 

However youn^, with tender care, 
Thy grace within doth rise, 

Thy Son and Holy Spirit 's there 
rrepared from death to rise. 
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And when thv wonders do appear 
In goodly deeds we do. 

The Father and the Son are near. 
The Child, and Mary toa 



HYMK LXL 
Rising firom death unto life. 

' rpWAS fear awoke my trembling frame, 

X My life was call'd to rise,^ 
Mysins compaas'd me round with pain 

With sorrow in mine eyes. 

Oh, why did death my spirit yield 

To the convicting flame ? 
* T was Qod that will'd I should be heal'd 

Never to die again. 

His word my wandering spirit sought 

Led ci^ye by my death, 
Jf y moving tongue to sin was taught 

And sinnil was my breath. 

My sinful words became a sting, 

My heart within could feel, 
O'ershaded by an angel's wing 

That did my sins reveal 

The chastening hand my spirit knew 

And all that I could bear. 
From a vain world my spirit drew 

Through vales of deep despair. 



I 
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Ify smful ragB he wore awi^ 
jThiough^inful griefe I tore, 
Ifine eyes did see another day, 
A mm to set no mora 



HYMN LXIL 
Walking with the Lord. 

HOW lonesome is that weary soul 
That '8 from this world astray. 
His nights with sorrow o'er him roU 
And mournful is his day. 

His heart's unseen, his weary step 
Denotes he 's poor and lame. 

His spirit drinks a bitter cap, 
He jmowB a hell of pain. 

While othera joyfbl in their strains 
He seeks the nightly shade. 

And numbers o'er his dying pains 
To know how peace is maoe. 

He sees his Saviour in the tomb, 

His life as lifeless day, 
His eyes are blind to wnat 's to come 

Nor knows another day. 

His garment 's dark, of sackdoth made, 

His mind is in despair. 
His spirit 's in the nightly shade 

Till Jesus sees him thm. 
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HYMN LXIIL 
A Jvdgment Day. 

WHERE friends and kindred meet in peace 
Lord, thj judgments seem to cease ; 
Where thou the hon dost subdue 
The flocks do feed and praise thee too. 

Where truth and justice seem to reign 
The small and great do know thy name, 
For there the fairest flowers grow. 
Likewise the sweetest waters flow. 

There every kind one name do own, 
Messiah, and King David's throne ; 
There wisdom feeds her royal guest 
As children at the mother's brea.st 

And there the stranger rests his feet 
Where every heart aoth praise repeat ; 
And there me Son of God is known 
And Israel sings and walks alone. 

Each tribe from harden'd judgment free 
Is where the house of Goa shall be ; 
And mercy as the rivers flow, 
The vine shall bear, the olive gjow. 



HYMN LXIV. 
Israel subduing his foes. 

LONG have my feet the fetters wore 
My heart to stripes was bare, 
My mind hath oft been beaten sore 
But my Redeemer 's there. 
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' T is he that doth my foes subdue, 

He sits upon the throne, 
And all my woes he leads me through 

And maiKes my gne& his own. 

His spirit comes in Dayid's name 

He moves my lisping tongue, 
. For in my heart he comes to reign 
Where he my praise begim. 

He call'd my hands •and weary feef^ 

He wak'd my sleeping eyes. 
And all my heart to praise repeat 

To taste and drink his joys. 



HYMN LXV. 
World without end, 

THOUGH in my heart my life doth live 
And suffer every pain. 
The Lord doth every part forgive 
That doth adoie his name. 

Here I the laws of life have found 

And know the balance true. 
Where every part hath God renown'd 

They know a Saviour too. 

For life is spirit, and is right, 

No part is blind nor lame. 
To every action Gk)d is light, 

There is no part in vain. 
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All nfttare 'sfrom a livixig cause 
And haih a time to rei^ 

Triumphantiy tranfigreasiDg lawia^ 
Sins- and returns again. 

So doth mj life in piUars stand. 
In eyerj age hatn been 

The work of a Redeemer's hand 
To make my natnre clean. 

Although my life doth seem to dit 
Doth in a Sayiour rise, 

And there doth all the wisdom lie 
That heaTen and earth applies.. 



HYMNLXVI. 
AnumiUy revealed. 

THERE is DO part of man is lost 
When every deed *b refined 
And life to man *& a Holy Ghost 
When Ood receiyes the mind. 

If ysterious circling in a i^Moe 

The life of him to show. 
That ordeis eyeiT act by ffrace 

In heayen and ear& De£>w. 

As angels round one centre theie 
Our life receiyes command. 

Each part the works of Qod declare^ 
Made by the builders hand. 
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There is no part lies in the tomb 

But is ordain'd to rise. 
For all doth with a Saviour come 

And 's naked in our eyes. 

And all again to God ascends 

That I the Lord may know. 
That life nor nature never ends 

But doth a h^ pass through. 



HYMN LXVIL 
Dwelling with the Lord, 

MY life doth call my spirit home 
That led my feet astray. 
There came to me a friend unknown 
A dark and judgment day. 

He fed me with my crimson crimes 
And stain'd me with his blood ; 

He taught me of a change of times, 
That I must live for God. 

Myjife was bitter to my soul, 
wrote down before my face ; 

And darken'd suns did o'er me loU, 
In hell I found my place. 

My hope did like the Lamb give way, 
My pra^rer my friend denied. 

My soul within did die that day, 
Alone to God i cried. 
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When I resigned my panting breath. 
My prayer and dying groans, 

My nature was as still in death 
As one among the tombs. 

But death did like a shadow flee 
, And God did life renew, 
And thus my Saviour came to me 
His life to travel through. 



HYMN LXVIII. 
Rejoicing vnth the Lord, 

OLORD, my life doth leap for joy 
Because my heart is clean, 
No death thy presence doth destroy 
From those thou dost redeem. 

Thy name shall be my morning sun. 

The object of my praise ; 
My present time, my years to come, 

The glory of my days. 

Oh, the dark veil thou led me through 
And seal'd me with thy name, 

My sinful thoughts thou didst subdue 
And bade them rise again. 

Thou took my mind into thy care, 

And all I had possessed. 
Oh, then my thoughts thou formed in pray- 

And gave my spirit rest 
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And thy direction still I feel 

Impressed upon my mind. 
And evennore I'll wear thy seal ; 

There 's none to me so kind. 



HYMN LXIX. 
Believing in Crod, 

OLORD, how sure I find my trust 
Although my frame is earth and dust ; 
There is a me to me unknown 
Beyond the measures of the tomb. 

Although belief my heart inspires, 
For wisdom I repeat desires. 
And what 's to come I cannot see 
Till thou reveal'st thy life to me. 

As from the tomb I did arise, 

Or from dark sleep awoke mine eyes 

A Saviour, and a God to see. 

That 's plac'd the hope of joys in thee. 

Belief is sparkling like the stars 
Is strong and all my mourning bears. 
Until tlie joyful mom shall come 
Thy son shall say my grief is done. 

My hope is now my morning star. 
Or like the mom that dawns so clear. 
That doth the cloud of darkness move 
Thou own'st my heart and claim'st my love. 
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HYMN LXX. 
Tke peace of the World* 

OHpride, thou long and stamblinff stone, 
from God thou ever dwell'st alone ; 
Exalted crowns thou came to wear. 
In heU I 've known thy portion there. 

Till I my heart to God resi^'d 

To move thee from my troubled mind ; 

To know his Son thou dost refuse 

But dwell'st with them that others braise. 

It was by thee his name did die 
And groan upon Mount Calvary, 
A scornful garment thou dost wear 
For thy own name is all thy prayer. 

Thou lov'st to rule and reign alone 
Sit as a Judge upon the tmx>ney 
But where thy cursed name doth cease 
The lamb doth reign, the world's at peace. 



HYMN LXXL 

TTie blood of Christ. 

* fjl IS from the spirit of my God 

X I taste and drink this precious blood. 
Alone it hath my heart refin'd 
Because it 's sprmkled on my mind. 
It tai removes the crimson stain 
By this I know my Saviour's name^ 
And when his dyine pains I know 
His blood to me doUi gently flow. 
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* T 18 in the treasures of the Lord, 
The shadow's in the blest record, 
' T is life and spirit of his own, 

A stream descending from his throne. 
In this m^ peace and joy I see 

* T is Chnst the Lord l^t wept fox me : 
' T is life immortal, without stain 

A blessing from the Father's name : 
' T is life and truth, *t is joy and peace, 
A gift from God ' t will never cease. 



HYMN LXXIL 
Following the Lord. 

THY weary feet mine eyes do see, 
I feel the gne& thou Dore, 
I 'm but an offering imtothee, 
And I can giye no moire. 

Thou art to me the morning sun, 
A light to light mine eyes, 

Through sees still thou art lo come. 
For sin the sacrifice. 

I day by day of thee reoeiye 
And orink thine endless lore. 

For thou art with me when I £^y» 
As harmless as the dove. 

Thou call'st my spirit as thine own 

From sin to fiir remoye, 
A Judffe and Sayiour on the throne 

To cnasten and reproye. 
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Thy word to me 's the honey -comb. 
To drink with tiiee I thirst ; 

That I may know thy silent tomb. 
Likewise that thou art blest 



HYMN LXXIIL 
Bread from Heaven, 

BLEST is the Lord that doth descend 
The woes of life to bear, 
Whose love doth never, never end. 
And is unceasing care. 

No spring, that from the fountain flows. 

Is naif so sweet and clean. 
No vine, tiiat in the vintage grows 

Like to his name has been. 

A thousand bullocks in the stall. 

Or floqks of Job that were. 
Are half so precious as his call. 

His tender love and care. 

Nor all the thrones that kings can boasts 

Or all that them attend ; 
Because he seeks the poor and lost 

And is to them a friend. 

Oh, may I ever eat his bread, 

Li gnef my Saviour own ; 
liy soul be in his kingdom fed,. 

Hifl love to me be known. 
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HYMN LXXIV 
The arm of the Lord, 

THOU art the pillow of my rest 
Wixen I by tnee ara fed. 
Aiid every day to me is blest 
That I partake thy bread. 

Thou art the Lord of life and peace 

My pillow is thine arm. 
Thy loTe to me doth still increase, 

As thou dost still the storm. 

Although my mind was in a rage 
When the wild tempest blew, 

Yet thou didst every srief assuage 
And blest my troumes too. 

Thine heart is wise, thine arm is strong 

To every grief subdue. 
Thine eyes behold mine every wrong, 

Thy ufe *8 for ever new. 



HYMN LXXV; 
77^ vigkms of light. 

WHEN first the Lord in life appears 
By him we *re taught to weep. 
His word 's a sentence in our ears 
The laws of U£e to keep. 

Our sins are painted in distress 
With pief before our eyes ; 

Our life uke to the wilderness. 
We cease to find our joys. 
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He 's like the pilgrim, or the lost. 
That we his heart may know ; 

He 's like the ship in tempests toss'd ; 
And finds the grave below^ 

AU these are visions to mine eyes, 
Through these the Lord appears, 

HJBgroans are deep, his griciis are wise 
wkeD. they possess our ears. 

He comes and goes at God^s command 
He 's Hke the storm and calm. 

Through these he leads me by his hand 
And savea me in alarnk 



HYMN LXXVI. 
The feelings of the ditiressed, 

OH, could I half express 
The horrors that I feel. 
No infimt in the wilderness 
Could half my griefe reveal. 

FoTsaken and alone 
I cry, my Saviour »8 fled. 
Nor can I find a lonesome tomb 
To rest my troubPd head. 

My tears abroad I strew, 
There 's none to hear me weep, 
I *m hungering and I 'm thinsUng too. 
Nor can I rest in sleep. 
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Mr sixis before me rise. 
They darken all my way, 
The Yoice of Gkxl is in the skies, 
Oh, dark and mournful day 1 

How lions round me roar. 
The adder 's at my £eetp 
Oh lost and wandering, grievM and poor. 
How I thy cries repeat 1 



HYMN LXXVIL 
Comforted through tribulation, 

SOME gentle Toice hath heard me cry, 
Some eye hath heard me weep ; 
A moumfiu child to me came nigh 
And bade mine eyes to deep. 

The infimt lean'd upon my breast, 

And heard my soul within. 
And this by wordGs to me eipress'd 
I know tSne grie& of sin. 

I dwelt a moment in his care, 

He took me in his fold, 
I saw a thousand spirits there. 

Ten thousand lamps to hold. 

man, this is a world of light 

Where eyery saint appears ; 
Beyond the horrors of tne nighty 

And the dark vale of tears. 
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HYMN LXXVIII. 
Walking by direction, 

THERE 'S not a sign of death I see, 
No shade compa^ me round ; 
Here every spirit doth agree 
That hath Deen lost and found. 

Endued with wisdom, as the sun 
Doth spread abroad his rays. 

This is me kingdom, and has come 
To bless my mournful days. 

Still lighted by these lights that shone. 
They sparkle in my breast ; 

For there that happy kingdom *8 known, 
Where all the weary rest 

Believe me, man, my words are true. 
And God's salvation *s there ; 

A kingdom sought, but 's known to few, 
That 's gazing in the air. 



HYMN LXXIX 
Memory of the jnercies of Crod, 

IT was from God my life arose. 
He gave me strength, he gave me foes, 
His tender hand doth gently lead 
To where the flocks of Israel feed. 

He calls their ancient name to rise, 
By these he makes my spirit wise. 
By these mine eyes do clearly see 
Tnat ancieat days he gives to me. 
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He doihes me with a shepherd's care. 
And gives me boundless griefs to bear ; 
And through the measures of his grace 
I see in me his resting place. 

He on mj heart writes David's name, 
Nor makes his ancient offerings vain, 
His harp to praise he doth restore. 
His haod doth write to cease no more 



HYMN LXXX 
TAe sceptre of the Lord, 

FROM the dark regions of the dead 
Doth life and light arise ; 
A crown of glory for the head. 
And deeds to sacrifice. 

Immanuel, his son doth lead 
Where every saint 's at rest : 

And as the prophets have decreed, 
All Israel shall be blest 

For these this dajr to glory rise. 
And 's in a Saviour's hand ; 

Their deeds are light before our eres. 
Their life 's our God's command. 

Their spirit is his saving fold. 
His arms compass them round, 

Ifor can their name be bought nor wM, 
For these have Gk>d renown'd. 



f 
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These are his sceptres rais'd on high^ 
And stand before his foes ; 

As harmless as the doves thej fl j 
Because from death thej rose. 



HYMN LXXXI. 
T%e union of the Saints. 

* rp IS ancient days that are anew, 

X For so Messiah comes. 
For these his death do travel through. 

And 's rising from the tomb. 

These are his garments, white and dean^ 
And from the Father's name. 

With them shall every saint be seen, 
As Christ returns again. 

These are his spirit ioin'd in one 
His kingdom and nis voice ; 

This day is coming, and to come, 
With these my soul rejoice. 

These are from God his teaching word. 

In the Messiah's name ; 
And these are now to life restored 

Through sorrow, grief, and pain. 

HYMN LXXXIL 
Separation from Sin. 

THIS world, and all its joyful scenes 
Are vani^ and strife. 
But joy is in tnese ancient stiearos 
Tnat sanctify my life. 
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Wh«n the pale sheet shall wrap me roimd 

And all my days are done ; 
May I be with these spirits fonnd 

That do with Jesus come. 

Where mirth abomids, and qnairels rise 

My feet shall never be ; 
For Christ the Lord 's before mine eyes, 

His death on Calvary. 

Still washing in that blood-made stream 

To make my garments clean ; 
Where Christ the Lord doth plmige me in. 

Where his blest spirit's been. 



HYMN LXXXIIL 

Beyond Jordan. 

OH Jordan, ever flowing sign, 
Immanuel passed through ; 
Thou still art the directing hne, 
A way that 's known to few. 

Thou dost this mortal frame prepaire 
From Jordan's depths to nee ; 

And meet a holy spirit there. 
Thy spirit to baptize. 

Oh tx>ming Son, descend to me, 
My soul from sin to save : 

That I through life be bound to lihee. 
With thee to make my grarft 
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Then shall the sign and shadow flee. 

The watery streams no more, 
' T was through her floods I eame to thce^ 

The griefe Siat Israel bore. 



HTMN LXXXIV. 

Feeling distress, 

rpEMPTATION, O thou painful bride^ 
X How I to thee am bound, 
Uow haxd thy k>ve 's to be denied 
How near to thee I 'm found. 

I j^y, Messiah, rend the cord - 

Dj fasting, and by prayer ; 
For thou of all the earth, art Lord, 

My shepherd and my care. 

' T was thou that &8ted, and alone. 

And all my sorrows knew ; 
And 's gone before me to the tomb 

Temptation to subdue. 

Thou in my^ spirit art the same. 

That I with thee may feel, 
Throuj^h festing, make temptation Vain» 

And thy past life reveaL 



HYMN LXXXV. 
The morning of Life. 

WHY did my snirit Hto to die t 
The woes of life to feel. 
Or why did e^ar an ijifent cry ? 
Nor could their griefe conceal. 
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For these, likewise, did Jesus weep, 

He took their garments oa ; 
When in the man^r he did sleep 

A mournful, damng Son. 

His person is his life to show, 

From infancy to rise ; 
To taste and drink of every woe 

That is before our eyes. 

For him doth little infants cry, 

Sooth'd at the mother's breast ; 
For him they breathe their last and die. 

Pass through his pains to rest 



HYMN LXXXVL 
ThA hope of joys. 

MY hope is in my brea£(t, 
Plac'd by Messiah there, 
Through trouble travelling home to reift. 
Through fasting and despair. . 

The Lord doth conquer these^ 
As he his heart doth show. 
Each part to me are bearing trees, 
The vine in Eden too. 

These like the shadow flee, 
And life to light doth rise ; 
Through these Messiah comes to me. 
And these do light mine eyes. 



r 
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They *re weaiy to be borne 
And bitter fruit to taste ; 
They teach the infant child to mou m^ 
The greatest and the least 



HYMN LXXXVIL 
Increasing love, 

AS friendship rises as the stream 
A quiet heart we feel : 
Our deeds proclaim our hearts are clean^ 
For deeds our love reveal. 

A silent tongue, a quiet breast 
Is God*s most sacred praise ; 

And there within he *s built his rest. 
And blest our peaceful days. 

As simple as the child we feel. 

From envy, rage, and strife, 
And peace with all our deeds reveal. 

And live a quiet life. 

We cannot boast, Ifc have no store. 

Nor wealth to look upon ; 
For deeds that Is past, they are no more,. 

Nor know we what *s to come. 

Except the parent hears us cry. 

His eyes ao see us weep : 
Poor and forgotten we shall die,. 

In silence mil asleep. 







HYMNS OF PBAISS. 71 

HYMN LXXXVIII. 
The recovery of the Lost, 
LORD, to see mine eyes were blind. 



My feet were far astray, 
I sought and sought, but could not find, 
A cloud obscur'd my day. 

Thy spirit saw me in distress 

By waters of despair. 
Thou sought me in the wilderness. 

And found me wandering there. 

Thou gently took me by the hand, 
My soul to homeward lead ; 

' Twas through a dry and thirsty land, 
To where thy flocks do feed. 

Thou gave my spirit crumbs of bread, 
And bade me weep for more ; 

My spirit on thy mercies fed, 
"Nor vauishetl thy store. 

Thou bade the vine the grape to bear. 
The wine to quench my thirst, 

And till this day thou fed me there. 
And every crumb is blest 



HYMN LXXXIX, 
The incomes of love. 

OGOD, thy spirit 's bread and wine 
And garments in despair, 
Thou give'st me part of all that 'a thine, 
Thy holy name to bear. 



# 
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Thine ami doth nakedly appear. 
Thy flock, thy fold, and rest; 

And when we cried, tiiy listening ear 
Hath heard us and we're blest 

Thon brought to ns the wandering feet, 
' T were thirsting and abroad ; 

And bade our souls with them to meet. 
And teach them of their God. 

Thou lifted up our eyes to see 
The gathermg of £hine arm. 

Thou gave us songs of praise to thee. 
And still'd the beating storm. 



HYMN XO. 
The integrity of the Just, 

OLORD, shall I forsake thy nam« 
Or seek to others &r abroad ? 
To us thou *st made their visions vain. 
And come to us thy Son and Qod. 

A thousand loves to thee I owe. 
With all the blessings I possess ; 
Thou rent the darkening veil in two. 
And met us in the wilderness. 

Forbid oh God, that I forsake 
A Lord so merciful and kind : 
That I with thee a covenant break, 
Or seek another God to find. 
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Keep me, O Father, as thine own, , 
Nor cast my mournful soul away. 
And when I mourn for thee alone. 
Be with me as thou art this day. 



A 
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Covetotisness, 

S I behold the troubled race 
That wealth and honour doth pursue, 
I see the mournful want of grace ; 
Those that receive, Lord, are few. 

Their spirit *s like the birds of prey. 
Still seeking more and more to find. 
These from contentment flee away. 
And eyer have a thirsting mind. 

They 're weary, worn, and do want rest. 
An endless journey they pursue. 
Of endless troubles they 're possess'd. 
And drink their grief so justly due. 

They see their labours curs'd, and flee 
When death awakes their clouded eyes. 
Their wealth and honour *s misery. 
And so the weary, thoughtless dies. 

HYMN XCII. 
Modefation and Contentment, 

OH happy sisters of my breast, 
United and but known to few, 
Your path 's to peace, and *s ever blest, 
For Qod 's for ever blessing you. 
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Oh may you near my bosom dwell. 
My spirit in your mansion feed ; 
My tongue your boundless glory tell. 
My spirit for your blessings pl^uL 

Your hands are soft as morning air. 
Your love a quiet shade at noon ; 
Your little ones are feeding there. 
Nor dread the shadow of liie tomb. 

Your field 's a garden blest witih care. 
No bird, nor beast of prey comes in. 
Long have you blest my spirit there, 
And sav'd my soul fh)m common sin. 



HYMN XCIII. 
The love of Piety, 

OH guardian angel, house of prayer 
That gently doth rav spirit lead ; 
Wisdom doth reed her children there. 
With tiiem my soul delights to feed. 

There, I receive my crumbs of bread, 
My spirit drinks of water too, 
I *m tindly by my shepherd fed. 
And taught the paths I should pursue. 

• 
There, I partake the wine and oil 
That do inspire my heart to praise. 
Taught how to use the beast, and toil, 
To spend mine evenings and my days. 
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And how each servant I should bless. 
And how I should direct mine own ; 
What Gk)dliness I should profess 
In order I should meet the tomb. 



HYMN XCIV. 
The blessings of a pious Life. 

WHAT peace I in my bosom feel. 
My heart from bonds is free; 
What love Messiah doth reveal. 
How oft he comforts me. 

He *a ever present when I mourn. 

Or hears an orphan cry. 
And from his absence doth return. 

His love is ever nigh. 

He calms the storm, and saith be still 
Prom tumults, rage, and ^rife : 

My cup with blessings he doti^i fill. 
And is my joys of life. 

Short is the time he doth forsake. 

My hope and fedth to try ; 
To see, if I will covenants break. 

And like the sinner die. 

He leads me with a strengthening cord 
That none can rend in twain. 

He bids my tongue to praise the Lord, 
My heart to know his name. 
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HYMN XCV. 
Falling from Grace, 

rriHE cloud doth rise, tlie storm com 
X My joys "begins to move. 
Mine house to tremble doth begin, 
I We lost my Saviour's love. 

A harlot came unto my door 

Cloth 'd with tlie earths proud nami 

Her person, honour'd garments wore. 
Her head, a crown of £Eime. 

Her hand bore up a banner bright 
To shade the morning skies, 

Her fame put out my morning lights 
Her glory dimm'd mine eyes. 

I did before her sceptre bow. 
And join'd her royal guest : 

I 've lost mine all, I *m troubled now; 
My spirit hath no rest. 



HYMN XCVI. 
Temptation, 

THERE 'S none before mine eyes I 84 
Oh bride, so cloth'd with joys as tt 
Thy tongue 's like oil, and honey too. 
Ana many do thy name pursue. 

Thou hast with thee, the priest and fool, 
And all between are at thy school ; 
Thy spirit sits upon the throne. 
And thou dost rule the earth alone. 
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B^ ihee, oh maid, I have been taught 
Till I my Gk)d and soul forgot^ 
Till deafii and hell before me rose. 
And thy deax friends became my foes. 

Thy tongue is lies, thy heart deceit^ 
Thy paths to hell do lead our feet ; 
How cursed is thy glory there 
Where we the pams of deatJi must bear. 

My spirit mourns, I *ve known thy ways^ 
Thy morning sun, thy glorious days^ 
Yam as the shadow mou dost flee. 
The curse of Qod *b on thine and thee. 



HYMN XOVII. 
T%e knowledge of the Truth. 

FROM early ages hast thou come. 
Thy time is now, and never done» 
On eartn thou hast a dwelling place. 
The love of Qod, the deeds of grace. 
Oh, could the world thy presence see,^ 
As thou hast been a Qod to me ; 
All tumult, rage, and worldly strife 
Would flee before thy quiet hie. 
Temptation, like a cloud of smoke 
Would see her brittle laws are broke : 
And death and hell would be her guest 
Where there *8 no peace, no joy, nor reek 
Thine arm 's a pillow for my head. 
Thy food is where the angels fed. 
Thy streams of love do gently flow 
Like the still waters here below : 
Where every thirsting soul is blest 
With joy and peace, with hope and re 8t 
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HYMN XCVIII. 
The rest of the Wean 

OH, how I *ve sought, and h 
The fountain deep and clc 
Where Ohiist is known, and G< 
And angels do appear. 

Here I my vesture cast away 
That was so stain'd with dIo 

The sorrows of my S<aviour'8 dj 
That taught my soul of God. 

The sweat is ceasing from the \ 
The shade doth overspread. 

With weary toil I kept my vow 
And cat my bitter urea^. 

But now, I see an open door 
And Qod and Christ within, 

A quiet mansion for the poor, 
I hear their songs begm. 

Jehovah is the joyful theme. 
Our feet to walK prepares, 

Aad stepping in the joyful strea 
We leave perplexing cares. 

The angels do in chorus join 
And every saint that 's blest^ 

And this to me is endless time 
Still travelling into rest 
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HYMN XCIX. 

Songs of Zion. 

WHEN sons of 2ion sit on high. 
And Israel's God doth reign. 
Each light shines glorious in the sky. 
And wisdom comes again. 

Uessiah doth in birth appear. 

His time and place is known ; 
And Iffluel doth cast off his fear. 

And David 's on his throne. 

Daughters of Zion, sing his praise. 

Rejoicing in the theme, 
Jacob dost see his glorious days. 

His sons and daughters reign. 

His spirit lives, his soul doth see 

The income of his prayer ; 
His name reveals what long shall be, 

GKkL's house and dwelling 's there. 



HYMN C. 
Messiah's return. 

HOW long Messiah was in birtii 
Before he rul'd upon the earth ; 
He is the Father's onl^r Son, 
That was» and is, and is to come ; 
As once he was, again appears 
Thzmigh weary days, and troubled jenn, 
From age to a^e his name was known 
tfntil his morning star had shone. 
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Till he an infant did appear, 
And Israel hail'd the happy ye; 
His mother, wisdom, bore the j 
That taught all nations with his 
And where his spirit doth rcma 
The world is taught by hira agi 
Their bread is given, their wate: 
And there the Lord will ever b 



HYMN CI. 
Receiving the Lord, 

OH harmless infant of my da 
My peace doth come with 
The Father's glory *s in thy waj 
And wisdom 's blessing thee. 

She fiseds thee at her tender bre 
Delights to see thee strong ; 

Witli watchful eyes attends thy 
Lost brutes should do thee w] 

Hy heart, I pray, with wisdom 
aoT count thy griefs too dear, 

For all 's by order, and by line. 
Till Jesus doth appear. 

He camo through sorrow, grief i 
To teach us right from wrong 

And every pain my heart must 
E'er I can move his toDgae. 

He by the prophets did declare 
He should hereafter be ; 

And Lord, if I th^ griefe can be 
My soul shall live with thee. 
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HYMN OIL 
Submission to wiadom. 

OLORD, must I an infant be 
Before mj soul can live with thee T 
Must I mj will and heart resign. 
Before my soul can be like t^e 7 
Must I draw at that humble breast 
Before my spirit g[oe8 to rest Y 
Must I like to an infont sleep. 
Where sinful eyes are known to weep ? 
Must I resign to wisdom's care 
To saye my spirit from despair ? 
Must I be fed in wisdom's arms 
To saye my spirit from alarms 7 
Must I upon her breast recline 
To saye this mournful soul of mine t 
But then, O Lord, my soul shall see 
The saints at res1> and Christ with thee. 



HYMN cm. 
Svhmimon of thought. 

OLORD, my thoughts are like the wind. 
They 're wandermg to and fro ; 
Is this because my spirits's sinn'd t 
Nor resting place I know. 

The restless billows of the sea 

And angiy wayes that roar, 
God of my soul, are moy'd by thee, 

Qraat toat I sin no more. 

F 



r 



HTHKB OF FSAIBB. 

Although the windy Btorm doth bea^ 

And winds and waters rage. 
All, all the earth 's beneath thy feet. 

The troubles of mine age. 

It is by thee the tempests rise. 

By thee the seas are still. 
Behold my sorrows in thine e^es. 

Although my griei 's thy will. 

Oh, bid my wandering thoughts to cease, 

Prepare a quiet rest, 
And let me have a little peace. 

And know that grief is blest. 



HYMN OrV. 
Humility at rest, 

THROUGH the dark shade I found my way, 
Throuixh grief's a morning sun. 
My thoughts MMcame as passive clay, 
^Before my peace could come. 

Mine eyes ly night did wake to weep. 

Abroad 1 str( w *d my tears : 
I had a littif? Hor-k to keep. 

Still crying in mine ears. 

O Lord, how scant my pastures grew, 

But had a Shepherd's care ; 
The flocks did thirst for waters too. 

The fields were dry and bare. 
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That '8 troubled ' 

Till floods of tears d 
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Oh know my soul, ' 
And teach the w 

For woe and grief h 
To fit thine heart 
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And springs of ^ 

And there thy da - 
The sacred mai . 

There thou prepai 
And ancient soi 

And there the hea 
And there I 'm 1 
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. 'pnce, 

•'"Hhercy found, 
and eare, 
bound, 

• ■.;::a 

"^^ the dooTj 

. no more, 

lace. 

" nd dostleed, 

low ; 

* I dothlead 

. . ..-ongh." 

^ :• Jot rest, 

..-.b'sbles^ 
...ir. sin. 
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And all that are in heaven ab 
Is there combin'd in one^ 
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HYMN CVL 

lUjoicing in the Lord. 

LORD, thine arm compa 
Thine house is love and 
And there the pearl of price 1 
The joya of hfe are there. 

There, thou hast blest the wo< 
And all on earth that grow 

Here every thought salvation 
That 's pass'd the valley th 

Here doth the vine her gloiy 
And heart to heart are join* 

And the creation 's resting the 
Each spirit in the minf 

The lion 'a still, the wolf is tai 



BTMN8 OF PRAIBK. 85 

HYMN CVIL 
T%e caruequences and the events of tin 

A darkening reil hath o'er me spread, 
Mj life is silent as the dead ; 
Long have I sought for light to rise. 
But darkness yeiis my weeping ejea. 
All friends are helpless to my uite. 
My heart doth bes^ and not abate, 
I struggle, but sink deeper still, 
I drink, again my cup doth fill : 
My sins like billows o'er me roll, 
My life 's afflicting to ny soul. 
The shadow seems to darken still. 
My griefs are my Redeemer's wiU; 
AIIeus, my fote I cannot shun, 
I taste my griefe for deeds I 'ye done. 
In yain 's my £asting and my prayer. 
What God 's decreed my soul must bear ; 
And then my mournful tongue express 
That Ood hath power to curse ana blesa 



HYMN CVIII. 
Redemption for tin. 

THROUGH wo and bitter grief I feel 
That God has power to wound and heal. 
And pour the healing balsam in. 
And heal the bleeding woimds of sin. 
Oh, was I bom to know this fiEite, 
That God has power, that did create f 
Why did he giye me life to feel 
His wratfi to wound, his loye to heal ? 



I 



86 HTICNS OF rSAISB. 

His spirit seems to this replj 

That man was made, to live and die ; 

Id all his life, in actions known. 

His Judge doth sit upon the throne : 

And when the circuit he doth tread. 

Through all he ^s been a captive led. 

Till he the spirit doth rejoin, 

That gave him life, and measured time ; 

Tin every deed rejoins in one, 

And life doth end where life begun. 



HYMN CIX. 
77ie morning of Life, 

WHEN first I drew my pantine breathy 
No part in action, then, had I ; 
And when my life was caU'd to death. 
As helpless as the babe was I. 

I sought for glory, but in vain. 
My joys like bubbles passed away. 
Then I returned, and sought arain. 
So pass'd the morning of my day. 

How gold appear'd a dazzling light, 
But, as the noon-day flower doth fede,. 
Tho' brilliant, vanishM in the night, 
And all my hope in wealth betray'd. 

Mine eyes did gaze upon the great 
That were by men, on earth renowned, 
I saw them vanish, and estate 
Was lost, and buried in the ground. 
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Deceive, and poor, and blind, and lame, 
I sought a Saviour's will to know ; 
In this, I found my dying pain. 
My hope, my joy, my pleasure, too. 

HYMisr ex. 

Heeewingatthehand Cfod* 

THERE is a spirit all supreme 
O'er all the human race. 
That through affliction maketh clean, 
His presence to embrace. 

My heart, the pain of death doth know. 

There is a life that dies, 
A vale of tears to travel through. 

With sorrow, weeping eye& 

These mental grie& a law within. 

Imprinted in the breast, 
There Gk>d 's drawn out the lines of sin. 

There we 're for sin distress'd. 

Blest is the heart he doth chastise 

To purify the mind ; 
In this alone our comfort lies, 

And see Ihat we 're so blind. 



HYMN OXL 
TJie vanity of worldly conversation. 

THOUGH, I should with assemblies join. 
And lend mine ears to hear ; 
Their tongues would steal away my tima 
Till death and hell was near. 




sriuiB OF nuoss. 

Th«ir word would oft distract my htm 
And lead me from the cause. 

That I should haste, from sinsredaim. 
And know my Saviour's laws. 

Ko friend, nor multitudes can saTe, 
From that known, fatal hour 

When I must cease, and meet the grays. 
And bow to heavenly power. 

The woods and fields my home shall b^ 

For there no ydce I hear. 
That ofteai has diverted me 

From Gk>d and holy fear. 

J fear our minds are for abroad^ 
' That worship do compose, 
That we forget the fear of God, 
Our pleasure end in woes. 



HYMN CXIL 
Fortaking the world, 

WHERE tumults meet, my feet shall shun. 
My soul refuse to know 
The weary race the thoughtless run. 
The end they 're hastening too. 

For there I find no heavenly bread. 

Nor laws I should practise, 
But tongues that are so vainly led* 

A thoughtful mind surprise. 
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% 

Their words are lawless, oft too vain, 

An idle jest they make ; 
Revolt against a ^viour's name. 

And cause his heart to break. 

Their practice doth corrupt the young, 

The aged lead astray ; 
The curse of God is on their tongue, 

My spirit shun their way. 



HYMN CXIIL 
BUmngsfor serving the Lord, 

OLORD, how blest my spirit feels 
When I can hear what thou reveal'st, 
I 'm rich, when I thy will can know. 
And pay my vows, and offerings too. 

Thy word doth far remove my guilt 
Thy love the hardest heart doth melt. 
Thou call'st my tongue, thy praise to join. 
And own my life is wholly thine. 

Thou giv'st me words I can convey. 
To leSd my brother on his way : 
With blessing thou anoint 'st my tongue. 
To give sweet counsels to the young. 

Thou art my shepherd and my care, 
That giv'st me bread and crumbs to spare ; 
Thou lead'st me where thy name doth feed 
With bread and wine, such as I need. 



r 
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And thou reliev'st my soul from fear. 
When thou, in judgment shalt appear ; 
And all my sins thou blott'st away 
With blessings on my judgment cUty 



HYMN CXIV. 
PeoQ^ with the Saintt, 

OLORD^ I 've plac 'd my feet with care, 
And sought till I coula find ; 
Thou gave me weary griefe to bear, 
To breaJc my harden'd mind. 

Thou bound me, in a prison strong, 

Where Son and Saint did lie, 
And stiU'd the murmuring of my tongue, 

Nor sought for thy reply. 

Thou taup^ht my living soul to feel 

The gne& that others knew ; 
Their woes to me thou did'st reveal. 

Their pardoning mercies too. 

And now, right well, assur'd I rest. 
There *s me and peace to come, 

For ancient days are in my breast. 
The griefs of Saint and Son. 

And there, I '11 nurse my little share. 

With blessings on my home ; 
And all the griefs thou giv'st, I '11 bear 

Until I meet the tomb. 
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HYMN CXV. 
7%e vanity of human life, 

UNMEASURED as mj time can be. 
Is f&te, and my prosperity. 
Advene to what we ao incline 
Are certain measures of our time : 
As constant as the ocean's roll. 
Our thoughts are moving in the soul, 
Tho' for abroad they often stray, 
As often turn the homeward way. 
Without a centre ever lost, ' 

As swallows in the storm are toss'd : 
So are our prospects in the air. 
Return, and say there 's nothing there. 
Vain circuit, how our feet are led 
Where brutes do join, and fowls are fed ; 
Vain is our hope, the heart to please. 
It 's restless as the rolling seas : 
Or, as the swallow in the storm. 
We lose tJie pleasures of the mora. 



HYMN CXVI. 
The certainty of a humble life, 

BORN to obtain a happy prize 
By living sober, meek, and wise. 
By shunning evil deeds we see 
That do destroy humanity. 
Why rfiould I cast my life away 
Or, as the boundless ever stray ? 
From where the soul is ever blest 
With peace and joy, with hope and rest. 
No pleasures that mine eyes can see. 
Can give a last*' g peace to me ; 
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Save those, that are by conscience. lcnofni» 
To come from Qod, and are mine own. 
These are imprinted on mj heart 
Like seals from Qod, to never par^ 
And these are certain, ever true, 
Gk>d'8 will to man so justly dne. 
When we receive our loy and reat^ 
We know humanity is blest 



HYMK CXVII. 
Travelling to the city of €ML 

HOW bright, to me the roomii^ shone, 
By the small measures of mine own. 
Like to the stars, and whence they came 
Was the Creator's boundless namck 
They gave my spirit light to see 
It is £>d's will to comfort me^ 
When first the morning star arose, 
I saw the way to shun my foes, 
By fasting, mourning, ana by prayer, 
Mj wandering feet, were gather'a there ; 
From time to time mine eyes could see 
I had a God to comfort me ; 
The clouds remov'd, the path more plain, 
Confirm'd me in a Saviour's name ; 
Though fogs obscure, and mountains rise. 
No darkness ever veils mine eyes : 
Mv hope remains, the end in view, 
I orink my joys, my ways pursue. 



w 
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HYMN CXVni. 
T%e thoughts of rut. 
HAT pleasure. Lord, I feel 



To know mj rest is sure ; 
'T is not thy pleasure to conceal 
Thj &youiB from the pooft 

Although my spirit 's meek, 
And unto others known. 
Thy loye is strengthenii^ to the weak, 
if or can thej mourn i£me. 

Thj mind is eyer there, 
Thme ears attend to hear 
Thy spirit forms the mourner's prayer. 
Ana then his joys appear. 

Ab constant as the sun 
Th^ spirit doth return. 
Thy joys are eyermore to come 
To tnine, that weary mourn. 



HYMN CXIX. 
The shadow of Death. 

THE terror of the skies 
Doth wake the eyes that sleep ; 
And many souls haye weeping eyes 
When snort 's their time to weep. 

When death's pale &06 appeats^ 
Likewise the opening tomb ; 
With sighs, we fill the JoMening ears^ 
Because our time has come. 
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Oh, spare me, death I we cry ; 
Oh, Providence, look down ; 
Oh, why must I, so shortly die, 
Why doth thy presence firown ? 

I feel my heart's disease 
Is bindmg to my frame, 
My strength is weakening by degrees, 
My spirit groans with pain. 

Oh, is my morning o'er. 
My noon-day glass is run ; 
My nope is lost, and is no more. 
So short 's mine hour to coma 

Oh, had my spirit known 
So soon that I must die, 
I would got ready for the tomb. 
In eartn's cold arms to lie. 



HYMN CXX. 
Preparing for Death, 

OH unseen visage yet to come, 
That secret paths doth tread, 
I will count o'er the deeds I 've done. 
Because thy name I dread. 

For thou dost close the seeing eyes 
From time, that is unknown. 

Kindred and friendship dost despise, 
And mak'st our all tmne own. 
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I will not of thj portion steal, 

That less I may resign ; 
When thon to me wilt soon reveal. 

That all I have is thine. 

1 3Bn]l be naked, and be bare. 

As I on earth was born ; 
And less thy sentence I will fear. 

Nor dreaid the pending storm. 

There 's nothing but the body thine 

And earth's uncertain store : 
Therefore, there 's nothing shall be miner 

But GK)d 's for evermore. 



HYMN OXXL 
J%e death of the Righteous. 

IN peace, I now my head recline, 
My peace is in my breast, 
I 've fili'd the measures of my time, 
My spirit 's in her rest 

No dread I feel the word to hear. 
My trembling frame must cease ^ 

My naked soul to mc appear, 
Because she 's doth'a with peace. 

Kedeeming blood wash'd out the stain 
When sinner's robes I wore ; 

My Saviour came and blest my name, 
And I can mourn no more. 
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He gave my humble spirit wings 
That bow'd his name to own ;^ 

And now, unceasing praise she sings 
Where death was never known. 

From worldly cares, and thoughts bj night 

She doth triumphant rise, 
From sorrows, here, she takes her flight 

To mansions in the skies. 

All this, I in m V person know 

Before my life doth part ; 
Because I *ve pass'd my sorrows thxou^, 

These joys are in my heart 



HYMN CXXII. 
The certainty of Salvation, 

HOW soon for sin my Judge appears 
To wound my heart, and pierce mias eirs 
O, how I tremble at his name. 
Whene'er I hear my deeds are vain. 

Witli many stripes he doth chastise. 
With a loud triumpet wakes mine eyes« 
And makes my sinful heart so bare, 
I see that death and hell is there. 

How for lost time mine eyes do weep. 
His word forbids mine eyes to sleep, 
Till I to him for sins atone, iPimi 
By burning griefe that are unknown. 



i 
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Uatil his love abates the flame 
Aad limits me pardon in his name. 
Oh then, I know my time has come 
Of my i»lyation through his Son. 



HYMK OXXIIL 
The profpect of life, 

LORD, if my life to thee I giy« 
I know it is thine own, 
And thou can'st keep me while I live 
Until I meet the tomb. 

O Lord, my hands and feet prepare 

The weary race to run. 
To fast and seek thy name by prayer, 

That all thy will oe done. 

Teach me each footstep as I tread 
The path I should pursue ; 

My hands God by thine be led, 
Oh, teach me what to do. 

Thou knowcst for thy name I'm blind 

That glory may appear. 
That thou to give me eyes t.Tt kind 

With Jesus dwelling near. 

So let my spirit upwards rise 

As more and more I see. 
Continue, Lord, to light mine eyes^ 

And tend thine hand to me. 



f^S IIYMXS OF PRAISE. 

Tliat n)y frail heart like waters flow 

To every soul that thirst, 
Fo let me tread all darkness through 
To wlicre thine own are blest 
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HYMN GXXIV. 
Mourning after a deceased friend^ A. H, 

THIS day our tears like rivers run 
Our cyoB like living fountains flow, 
For what wic God of Heaven's done 
Doth grieve us and afflict us so. 

The childrcn*6 bread he took away 
And the dear counsels from the young; 
He 's taught young children how to pray 
For he has soll'd their fsitlier'stonsruc. 



'O' 



A father's left his own to weep, 
A house without a mother dear ; 
But God alone his home to keep, 
No father nor no mother near. 

Remind this day in facrcd praise, 
Xiet all the house of sorrow mourn. 
Sorrow and death are in our ways 
From whence we never shall return. 

May saints of sorrow count our tears. 
The Lord doth learn us how to weep. 
And in a few more troubled years 
The brightest eyes shall fall asleep. 

Oh that my soul may David find, 
And all the saints that are at rest ; 
A Saviour to receive my mind 
1 hat *8 long with sorrow been oppress'd. 
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HYMN CXXV. 
Feeling the love of God. 

LORD, in mj heart a joy I feel 
Because thj spirit 's tnere. 
And ancient time tnou dost reveal 
By suns that 's shining clear. 

Oh, how thine arm doth burst the hands. 

And sets the captiye free. 
That 's long been CK)und by human hands 

And wept for liberty. 

And every thought I feel are thine 

However far mey stray. 
Each thought are measures of our time 

And never can delay. 

Oh how wc see the good and ill 

How restless we can be. 
Until thy statutes we fulfil 

And build our rest with thee. 



HYMN CXXVI. 

The gifts of God, or the communion of his spiril 

toith the Soul. 

HOW lawless. Lord, our thoughts can be 
How vain we do pursue, 
Until our hearts are fixed on thoo, 
Our actions follow too. 
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Rut tbou hast caus'd my heart to knxyw 

There is a law within, 
A vale of death to travel through. 

To change the soul from sin. 

Here tliou reveal'st thy saying grace 
And seal'st thy judgment there. 

And there thou hast a heavenly place 
Thy word a shepherd's care. 

We ever find the balance true. 
Thy judgment pure and clean, 

"T is there thou dost my life renew 
When I my sins have seen. 

Oh, what a &vour to the mind, 
Oh, move my tongue to teU, 

That there bota heaven and heU we find,* 
Nor none can buy nor sell. 



V 



HYMN CXXVII. 

Dwelling near the kingdom of Heaven. 

• 

OLORD, if I thy voice can hear, 
I know thy name is nigh ; 
If there to me the saints appear 
I know that heaven is by. 

If David's name doth there resound 
With echoes wise and strong, 

I know his name thou hast renowned 
His spirit moves my tongue. 
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If Jacob doth in sorrow weep 

To see his flocks astraj, 
I know thou dost his spirit keep, 

And thou hast taught to {nray. 

If I with him can drink nj share 

Of bitter ^rie& he *s bore, 
Jlly heart with him doth enter there, 

And thou wilt his restore. 



HYMN CXXVIII. 
Simplicity, 

OTHAT my soul a child could be, 
Mj earments innocence to wear. 
My worcus directed, Lord, by thee, 
Mj soul and body in thy care. 

O cotild my heart enjoy thy love, 
My spirit could not uurst no more, 
' T is all thai is in heaven above, 
The garment the ApoeUes wore. 

O, could mine oyes be made to see 
The dangers of the erring way, 
The feet» O God, that stray from thee. 
The terrors of a judgment day. 

Then like 4lie child thine hand should lead 
To where the sainti enioy thy name. 
And where thy heavenly shepherdsieed. 
Never from thee to turn i^gain. 
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As simple as the babe can be 
That's drawing from the milky breast. 
My weary soul would rest with thee 
And all my heart would be at rest - 



HYMN CXXIX. 
Innocence, 

HOW fair thy morning sun doth shine. 
How inoffensive is thy word ; 

were my heart and soul uke thine 

1 would be as the lost restored. 

How bright are thy discerning eyes. 
How fiir thy spirit sees abroad ; 
Thy deeds how harmless and how wise. 
Thy life, the offspring of thy. Ood. 

No changing garments dost thou wear, 
Establiah'd as the hills can be. 
In wisdom Qod has form*d thy prayer 
His love has come to comfort thee. 

O lend to me thy giving hand 
Thou child of joy and innocence ; 
Thy heart is wise to understand, 
And (}od /s the shield of thy defence. 



HYMN CXXX. 
Rising into life. 

OLORD, how darkness closed me round. 
Mine eyes were fieist in sleep, 
My spirit buried in the ground, 
If or knew a cause to weep. 



► 



HTMN8 OF PBAISE. 103 

A storm disturb'd this £Eital rest 

That bound my mind so strong. 
And then I was with sins oppressed 

And saw m j rest was wrong. 

My heart began the thorn to feel, 

Conviction pierc'd me through. 
Oh, how I can this death reresu, 

And how I wakened too. 

A trumpet reach'd mine heayj ears 

I never heard be£Dre» 
Loud thunders clothed my heart with fears 

And brutes did round me roar. 

I felt a chain to bind my feet 

The cords of death were strong, 
And vultures stole my daily meat 

To teach me I was wrong. 

I sivodk me from the dust and came 

And broke the binding cord. 
Mine eyes to see a Saviour's name. 

My heart to know the Lord. 



HYMN CXXXL 

Blessings for submission, 

OHOW secure I feel my feet 
When I am where the servants meet. 
To wash their robes and make them dean 
That on their garments spots hare seen. 
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O now it is my great delight 
To change my crimson into white. 
That I may hke the child appear 
That cleans'd his garment wiui a tear. 

That all my words be clean and true 
As unto God they ^re justly due, 
That I from erery stam depart 
And give the Lord a cleansed heart. 

Then shall my blessings gently flow 
Jffy soul the love of Qoa iSiall Know, 
And all my sins flood down the stream 
That's waah'd me and has made me clean. 



HYMN OXXXII. 
7^ comforts of a righteout life, 

MY dread and fears why did ye flee 
Or hiQs and mountains move ? 
Why did my Sayiour comfort me 
Ajid clothe me with his love ? 

He had compassion on my pain. 

And pity m his eyes ; 
He call'd me from a life so Tain, 

From deeds that God despise. 

His heart did mourn to see me weep 

He felt the load I bore. 
He said he would my spirit keep 

If I would sin no more. 
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He took me gently in liis arms 

And fed me at nia breast^ 
He myM me from the beatmg ttorma 

And bid my fionl to rest 

His tender heart did hear me crj 

When I did wake to weep^ 
To me he brought salyation nigh, 

And k>Ye, my aonl to keep. 

I now have wine to <}nench my thirst 

And lasting bread m store, 
Because my deeds my God hath blest, 

What can I ask for more ? 



M 



HYMN OXXXIII. 
Receiving remission for sins, 
y sins did fiir remove 



But by a sacred hand, 
A heart that doth the sinner love 
And all his deeds command. 

The healing oil he gave 
As free as waters flow. 
Because the Lord hath power to save 
And bind the strong^ foe. 

My spirit cloth'd with shame 
My heart o'erflow'd with g^lt 
I saw for me a Saviour came, 
And j)recious blood was spilt. 
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Mine ejes did wake to see 
How sinners do appear, 
To him that gave his blood for me 
And groan'd to fill mine ear. 

I took ray portion there 
And all my sins did own, 
I bow*d my "head his crown to bear 
For sin rmoum'd alone. 

His blood waish'd out the stain, 
His life redeemed ray raind, 
And he in heaven doth write my name. 
And peace and joy I find. 



HYMN CXXXIV. 
The children of wisdom. 

HOW rich, Lord, thy treasures are. 
How confident I feel, 
Tliat joy and peace is ever there 
And love my heart to heal 

Lord, thy wisdom *s deep and high. 

And far abroad extends ; 
To thine thou art for ever nigh 

Unceasing love descends. 

Thy word is like the gentle dews 
'th&t makes the plant to grow, 

Thy wisdom is our heavenly news 
Thy springs for ever flow. 
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Thine arm 's a wall of safiety round, 

Thj spirit lights our days ; 
With tongues and harps of joyful sound 

We speak aloud thy praise. 

Nor can we dread the lion's feet, 

Nor fear the storms that roar ; 
Thou art our bread and hourly meat. 

Our hope, our joy, our store. 



HYMN CXXXV. 
Inclinations to be wise. 

OLORD, mine eyes do plainly see 
There has been wiser nearts than nw. 
Lord teach my spirit to refuse 
The deeds that ao thy name abuse. 
Lord direct my feet to shun 
The path so vain the blind do run. 
And give me li^ht; be thou my way 
To shun the darkness of the day 
Where fools rejoice, and know not why> 
Nor count the hour nor time to die. 
Lord keep me constant as I move 
And give me grace to life improve^ 
Nor yet forsake me when I cry. 
But show me mercy when I die ; 
Nor let my heart refuse to feel 
The wounds that's made my heart to heal. 
But be submissive, thou chastise, 
Redeem my heart and make me wise. 
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HYBiN CXXXVL 
Tht 8tatute$ of the Lord. 

OLORD, thy word jb fair and clean 
Still washing in the czyetal strean^ 
With love thou dost rebuke Uiine own 
And call'st them firom tibe world alone. 
Thou feed'st them where the olives grow. 
And water'st where the waters flow. 
And where the morning flower appears 
Thou heal'st the heart and driest the team ; 
The lion's heart thou dost subdiie, 
Thy darling in the soul renew. 
On earth thou blessest David's throne 
To let his life and name be known, 
Thou feed'st thine own where none can see. 
Save these that love to follow thee : 
To these as constant as the sun 
Thy will's reveal'd, thy statutes come ; 
And love and mercy, bread and care 
Thy spirit 's ever yielding there. 



HYMN CXXXVII. 

Children^ praise. 

Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings hart I 
ordained praise." 

OLORD, I find my heart in tune. 
And with an inmnt's tongue. 
As one that 's risen from the tomb 
To taste of Joys to come. 
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Myvoice I raise, my tongue I more 
Thy love and power I 've known ; 

Aloud will I declare thy lore, 
And bless King David's throne. 

His spirit came to wake mine eyes, 

Messiah cloth'd his name ;. 
To sing, he made my epirit wise. 

Ana Jesus came to reign. 

These are the Father and the Sod, 

And Jacob's house and home, 
By these the will of Qod were done. 

And these to me are known. 

These are the dawning of my days, 

The fiithers of my love, 
'T were these that gave me songs of praise 

From Gk>d and heaven above. 



HYMN CXXXVIIL 
The thoughts of the night, 

WHEN all the earth was still abroad 
My thoughts were centre'd on my God ; 
His spirit touch'd my listening ear 

That call'd my soul to rise and hear. 

His word proclaim'd to wake mine eyes. 
His spirit came to make me wise. 
Through scenes of grief and bitter woe 
He lea my mourning spirit through. 
Then unto me an inlont came 
To heal my heart and move my pain ; 
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ft TTos my Saviour, Maiy's son, 

A humble aad afflicted one. 

An in£Euit at his mothclr's breast, 
/ ./ A child that God 's for ever blest, 
There was no flesh that I could see, 
A humble mind had come to me : 
' And though my mind this day is young, 
'. This infant spirit moves my tongue. 







HYMN CXXXIX. 

The {issembliea of the Just, 

LORD, what spirits I perceive 
As children round thy throne. 
And these do cause me to believe 
Thy will on earth is known. 

These like the morning stars appear, 

A glorious theme they sun^. 
Their voice doth often fill mine ear 

Their spirit move my tongue 

These are a kingdom of thine own, 

My heart assembles there ; 
And when my soul doth mourn alone 

They hear my mournful prayer. 

These are the heart of Christ and God, 

The Father and the Son ; 
And these he bought with flesh and blood 

When life on earth was done. 



i 

i 



HTIIXS OF PBAISE. 1 I 1 



Aud tljcse are precepts of his owii 
He to my soul has given, 

JioT will he leave my soul alone. 
Nor close the gates of heaven. 



H 



HYMN CXL. 
The coming of the Kingdom of God. 
OWEVER small ray part may be 



Hy God, mine all doth come from thee, 
It 1 }.;;vi. prirtwith saint or Son 
Thy i'.iTiiHom to my soul has come ; 
Aud j.one of thesis ^o dwell alone 
For -'l A ».?Uo the least is known. 
yiy • iy.i lire more than tongue can tell 
V . u I hn beyond the gates of hell, 
h . , r .;s I my spirit is at rest 
T*- .' '.'r-ot;^ th\t are forever blest. 
h.: : I'l. ;« 1 ti.gte the sacred bread 
Oi. >. Ti'.:li clic flocks of Jacob fed, 
"Where David did his life sustain 
By feeding on God's holy name. 
Here all Ihe S(in8 of God are one. 
This Lsthe kingdom that's to conic, 
I'lic measures of an humble heart 
'i hat never doth from God depart 



HYMN CXLI, 
Hie, dead receiving life. 

WHEN in my heart the saint doth ris« 
My life becomes my sacrifice, 
Miii"^ .11, his spirit doth command, 
And x'n'. an in&nt in his hand. 
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With care he doth my spirit lead 
To where the goodly shepherds feed ; 
And Moses, too, receives me there 
Like to an infant in his care. 

Mine ear can hear the prophet speak. 
The sdn of God to teach tl»s meek, 
And Israel's harp, and David's praise 
I^hear to join my joyful days. 

Oh, these are times no sinners knew. 
The worst of men would join them too, 
But moth nor thief can never steal 
Where God his kingdom doth reveal 



HYMN CXLII. 
J>r inking at the fountains of life. 

JOYFUL spring that never ends 
Where every samt with Qod attends. 
And everv soul hath life to spare 
To every heart that 's thirsting there. 

' T is here the weary taste of rest. 
The heart is heal'd that was oppressed. 
And here the fountains never ary. 
These spiiits live to never die. 






To time nor age the^ 're never ki 
They *re living spirits of his own 
That do his tnrone and name compose. 
That conquers all his sinful foc& 



HYMNS OF PRAISS. US 

Oh, this is water clear and pure 
That doth the deepest sorrows cure, 
And here my spirit has a part 
To strengthen and to heal my heart 



O 



HYMN OXLIIL 

The joys ofLife^ 

LORD, how sweet the watere are^ 
How deep 's the living spring. 
The morning flowers, God, now fiiir, 
How sweet the children sing. 

A goodly smell the blossom yields, 

The garden's hedged in, 
The flocks are feeding in tiie fields. 

Their souls unknown to sin. 

O see the cedars young and green. 

The fruit the olive bears, 
And here no widow's tears are seen, 

Love dries away her tears. 

O here the Lamb doth feed his ow n 

That have the victory won, 

No lion here nor wolf is known, 

• Nor know the way to come. 

Here God descends the gentle dews, 

The plants are ever ^een. 
And here we hear the joyfid news. 

There 's water in the stream. 



i 
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Here Jordan doth her banks oe'rfloTr 

For Israel's joys are coroe, 
The vale of tears ve *ye traveled throu^. 

The time of mourning 's done. 



HYMN CXLIV. 
The joys of life. 

THE sun doth on my spirit rise 
That doth prepare my sacrifice. 
My soul must long mine offering be 
If God receives this gift from mc. 
How can I give, it is his own, 
But I can make liis favoura known, 
If he my soul will give to me 
Thrice clothed with humility. 
And then my soul his name can give 
To him that bids my spirit live. 
And what he gives is all mine owu 
To make his will and spirit known. 
These are my joys that none conceal 
He gives my soul to taste and fec^ 
And those arc mine to sacrifice 
As wisdom in my soul doth rise. 



HYMN CXLV. 
Walking with the Lord. 

HOW good it is thy name to see 
My heart to know thy will. 
That in my grief doth comfort me 
And bids my foes be still. 
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Wlicn sickness doth compass me roun<I 

Aad i award pains I feci, 
I know that death with cords is Iwnmtl 

And thou art near to heaL 

And when the lion's angry nuje 

Doth loud against me roar, 
Tliy wisdom doth his strength engage 

And makes hiiu lean and poor. 

Tliy memory is in my mind 

Thine hand is writing there, 
And wlien I pray thy love I find, 

Thy strength my-griefe to bear. 



HYMN CXLVI. 
The love of Righteousness. 

OLORD, its bread to know thy will 
And life thy will to do, 
It doth xnj heart with pleasures fill 
And thirst for more to know. 

Its sweeter than the honey -comb 
Thy welcome voice to hear. 

It rn<n'<'S the terrors of the tomb. 
And brings acceptance near. 

Thy spirit is increasing love 

To tliem tliat will partake, 
Tlie powers of hell it doth remov<» 

The world it doth forsake. 
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It draws the wandering spirit home 

And gives the weary rest. 
It makes the joys of heaven known. 

The blessing and the blest. 

HYMN CXLVII. 

Dependence on God, 

MY Ck)d, my joy, my peace, my rest. 
My shepherd and my bread, 
My soul with thee *s for ever blest 
Tliat 's been with Israel fed. 

Although I »ve nothing in my trust 

Save thy blest love and care. 
But thou art present when I thirst, 

Wlien hungry thou art there. 

Thy love to me *s the living stream, 

'riie water *8 deep and clear. 
Thou chasten'st there, and makes mo clean, 

And I with thine appear. 

Thou eiv'st me part in Jacob*s name 

Ana Israel for my shield. 
And David makes my foes in vain, 

And conquers in the field, 

HYMN CXLVIII. 

Fleeing from sorrow. 

(3RD, how shall I from sornow flee 
Forsake mine all and come to thee, 
Or how shall I these troubles shun, 
Tliou luist decreed, and are to come. 



L 
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I think I hear thy epirit say 
Forsake thy sins and come away, 
And then tiie judgment day thou 'It shun 
And all the grieli that are to come. 

My judgments never do arise 
Upon the harmless and the wise. 
That do from sins arise and flee. 
Forsake their all, and come to me. 

Althoug^i mine own have sorrows bore 
To them they 've ceas'd and are no more. 
And so may all these terrors shun. 
That are decreed, and arc to come. 



HYMN CXLIX. 
Peace with Cfod, 

OLORD I feel thj^ love around 
Thy guardianship and care, 
Thou taught me, and the way I 've found 
My griefe for an to bear. 

' T is thou that mak 'st the burden light, 

The crooked way so plain ; 
When I from sin can take my flight. 

No grief is in thy name. 

But love and mercy, joy and peace. 

As I this world deny ; 
And all these fleeting joys that cease. 

That only live to aie. 



\ 



ri'? IITMXS Or PKAISE. 

In thee I find mv "wav so clear. 

Kack morning's nsing snn 
Doth brins: good tidings to mine ear. 

Tiiere is no judge to come. 

HYMy CL. 

Growing in. grace^ or rising in stature ia tht 
presence of God. 

LORD, how I feel my strength to grow 
Afl I this vale am passing through. 
Where tears for sin do trecly run 
To save me from my Judge to come. 

Tlic Lord *3 forbid my feet to slide 
And gave me wisdom for my bride, 
A mother too to count my tears 
And save me through my troubled years. 

Her bosom flows with milk and wine, 
Witli the blest measures of my time, 
Tlie honey and the oil is tliere 
TJiat gives me strength my load to bear. 

She cheers me with a ple'asant song 
To heal my griefe and make me sSong, 
And when" I *m weary bids me rest 
Witli them that *s sanctified and blest. 



HYMN CLI. 
TH^me to come. 

OHOPE, thou art my friendly spouse. 
That brings salvation nigh, 
That strenghens me to keep my vows 
Until my time to die. 
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Till Qod shall say I ask no more. 

Thy weary race is run, 
I now remove the load tiiou bore 

And teach thee time to come. 

When every sinful spirit dies 

That are within thy breast, 
Oh then thy heart to God doth rise. 

Thy soul that 'a been distress 'd. 

Then all sees through the darkened veil 

That sin has made between 
The righteous, and where sina prevail. 

And nothing rightly seen. 

HYMN CLII. 

T/ie enemies of life, 

WHY is it planted in my breast, 
Decrees Uiat I shall never rest 
Fntil I can these foes suMne, 
That tempt me and command me too ? 
Lord, are these spirits not from thee ? 
At thy command they stay or flee ; 
And what is man that he can shun 
The evils thou 'st ordained to come ? 
A gentle voice within doth rise, 
A morning star before mine eyes, 
O man, how can tliy soul excuse 
That doth my love to thee refuse. 
And give tliis world a restless place 
In thine own heart, my throne of grace ? 
O Lord, mine eyes do better see 
All thoa hast done is less than thee. 
All are thy servants to obey 
By grace they move and floe away. 
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HYMN CLin. 

Seeing the salvation of God* 

06OD, hj thee the moimtams moTe 
The risiDg hills decay. 
The heart thoa giylst is to iniproTe 
And take our sins awaj. 

^ T is mete that we thy name shomld kno-v 

Thy wisdom that ^s so just. 
For say, if man, had not a foe 

Why then a God Intrust ? 

All is in order, and by line. 
- A cord *t will never party 
All, all are measures of our time- 
And portions of the heart. 

O^er all is order, one supreme 

That doth our lives ordain, 
And when we ain he doth redeem 

And make our errors vain. 



HYMN CLIV. 
Living to die, 

OLORD my sins did upward rise. 
Thou saw them in the way. 
These deeds are blind and wanting eye* 
To see the judgment day. 

Thou gave to them a listening ear 

Because they rose to &11, 
These spirits can thy sentence hear 

And dread thine evening call.. 
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They *re these that tremble at thy name 

And shudder at thy -word. 
To know that all their deeds are Tain. 

And these offend the Lord. 

These are my nature, God's decrees 

He 's given to subdue, 
And man is bom to suffer these. 

To live and perish too. 



HYMN CLV. 
The miseries of time. 

OLORD, how fEiint my spirit feels 
When thou art on the tnrone. 
When thou to me my sin reveals 
And tells me they *re mine own. 

How I would from thy presence flee 
And hide me iu the shade. 

But tliou, God, doth follow me 
Until my peace is made. 

With pain and grief thou dost pursue. 
Thy judgment gives me light. 

So ti^ou dost all my heart subdue, 
My sins are put to flight. 

But oh, my spirit grieves and dies 

As it was bom to do. 
And life from thee doth in me rise, 

Joy and salvation too. 
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HYMN CLVI. 
The Lord's dwelling, or tlic glory of Zion. 

IN thee, God, all living dwell 
The mount and vale is tliere. 
Thy bounds no pen can ever t^ll, 
Tliy name no tongue declare. 

TIiou art where life doth live and move 

Where ages do decay, 
And where thy grace doth live to love 

That none can pass away. 

From apfc to age thou dost renew 

Tlie measures of thy will, 
Thou art with man his journey through 

Until his form is still. 

"Where sinners weep thou art to hear. 
And where the wise complain, 

And where the righteous do appear 
To glorify thy name. 

Thou'space of misery and joy 

Unmeasured in a span. 
Thy life^all living doth employ, 

iTiy measures is the man. 



HYMN CLVII. 

Tlie life of God, the Redeemer of the worl 

' nn IS from thy life my hand doth move 

X And thou direct*st my tongue, 
• T ip from thy heart I kiudrcd love, 
I^v thee I feed the voung. 



HYMXS or PRAISE. 123 

From thee mv soul receives in trust. 

By thee I nave to spare. 
By thee I am both curs*d and blest. 

From thee 's mj praise and prayer. 

To me unmeasur'd is thy will. 

My time to come imknown, 
By thy command jny hand is still 

And I am all thine own. 

Thy spirit is my rishig sun 

I'hat oft doth shine so clear, 
Thou giv*st me law to move my tongtie 

And bidd'st my foes to hear. 

Thy love to me *s redeoraiug still 

l«Vom error and from pain, 
Thou feed*8t my spirit on thy will 

Nor mak'st my life in vain. 



HYMX CLVIII. 
The vanUij of the independence of human life. 
LORD, how vain 's the race I *ve ruij^ 







How lieedlcss of thy care, 
The end is finish'd as tegun 
An uuaccomplish*d prayer. 

I *m hut a weary infaut hero 
When all m v toils do ceaso. 

And nakedly 1 must appear. 
Nor doth'J with joy nor pt»aoi\ 
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My footfitepe bear upon my mind 

*My deeos do pierce witiiin, 
I sought for peace where none can find, 

I spent my days in sin. 

How yain the thought of man can be. 

How lawless in nie air. 
Rejoicing in that liberty 

That leads him to despair. 

How dear, God, I *ye bought my bread. 

How bitter to my soul. 
How lawlessly I haye been led. 

What sorrows o*er me rolL 



HYMN CLIX, 
The joys of Repentance. 

OLORD, thou fflv*st my soul to know 
How merciful and kind 
Thou art to liim that 's been thy foe, 
That wilfully was blind. 

Thou ffiv'st me milk and wine for footl 

And fiar remoy'st the gall. 
Thou blessest me with lul that *8 good 

As I receiye thy caU. 

That blessed inyitation cx)mc. 
Is meek, and wise, and strong, 

To teach me what I should haye done, 
To shun the deeds ' t were wrong. 
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Thou giv*8t mine eyes to better see. 

My cup with joys run o'er, 
Thy chastening is a joy to nie 

Thou hast resery'd m store. 

And of thine o\sm thou dost impart 

My bruised heart to heal, 
All I can ^ve 's a broken heart. 

The dymg pains I feel 



HYMN CLX. 
2%e quickening power of the Word of God. 

HOW clear I hear the trumpet sound. 
Arise ye dead that 's in tne ground, 
And let your deeds in light appear 
Before a aim that shines so clear. 

Oh, why should death my spirit bind, 
Loud speaks the Lord that 's in the mind, 
Or yet the mouldering grave contain 
The power and blessings of my name. 

Let every deed to life arise 
And those that sin have weeping eyes, 
And those that in my name are good 
Be cloth'd again wiui flesh and blood. 

The Lord to man has one decree. 
All that has been will ever be, 
However varied in the span 
All 's measured in the heart of man. 




12ti ilVMNS OF PRAISE. 

' T is vain that prospects sliould arise 
Of mansions in the earth or skies. 
The Lord is present where we are, 
In grief, in mourning, joy and prayer. 



HYMN cLxr, 

Dependence on God, 

OLORD I love thy name. 
No banquet cheers my mind, 
l^ike unto thee that mov'et my pain 
And joy and peace I find. 

Deep as the valleys are 
And crystal streams that flow, 
Will not one -tenth with thee compare, 
The joys in thee I know. 

Nor Gilead*6 healing hill 
One-half declare thy name. 
More sweet than honey is thy will. 
More healing to our pain. 

My soul in thee dotli trust 
My shining sun by day, 
In the dark regions wheii I *m lost 
Thine hand doth lead my way. 

Thou bidd'st tlie mountains moye. 
The humble vales to rise. 
Thou dost ray human nature love 
And mak*st my spirit wise. 
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HYMN CLXII. 
There is a time to rest, 

WHEN I am bow*d before the Lord 
Aud his direction own. 
My name in heaven he doth record. 
And makes my blessings known. 

He bids me lean upon his breast. 

Or his still voice to hear, 
He bids my every thought to rest 

And shades me from my fear. 

He bids me take my walks abroad 

And leads me as I go, 
I *m ever in the care of Grod, 

A Saviour that I know. 

"When weary, toiling, and distressed. 

He hears my prayer for peace. 
He calls my spirit home to rest 

A joy * t win never cease. 



HYMN CLXIII. 
A communion with the Just. 

OLORD I many voices hear, 
As man}r trumpets sound. 
And many saints to me appear 
That have thy name renownNL 

These teach me with a gentle tongue, 

I liear their voice witSin, 
Willi these I know thy Kingdom's come 

Likewise the end oi sin. 
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Wliat comforts to my spirit flow. 
They teach with one accord, 

Oh, these have paesM tlie valley through, 
Their Zion 's with the Lord. 

These give mine eyes their life to see 
Their sorrow and their pain ; 

And tliese have come to comfort me. 
In the Jehovah's name. 

O saints, in light why did you rise. 

Or my frail mansion find ; 
For you have come to Ught mine eyes, 

Your dwelling *8 in my mind. 

Oh, these are voices unto me. 

No human body 's there. 
And this is where the saints agree 

And form their praise and prayer. 



HYMN CLXIV. 

Thejaoe of God to the afflicted^ 

LORD, in thy mercy, long I trust 
I know there *s healing there, 
And though I mourn I 'm to be blc&t» 
For thou my groans wilt hear. 

Thou linst a blest forgiving mind. 
Thy patience doth endure, 

And where thou dost a sinner find 
Thy l«ve to Jam is sure. 



^ 



HTlfMS OF PRAISX. 139 

Thou wilt not leaye him in distress 

When he his sins doth own, 
Thou comfort'st those that *a comfortless, 

Nor let them mourn alone. 

Thou number'st all the stripes he bears. 

Thy heart doth feel his pain, 
Thou treasur'st up his £ELUin|f tears, 

Nor counts one sigh in yam. 

Thou cloth'st him with a morning sun. 

And bidd'st his darkness flee. 
Thou cheer'st his heart with time to come, 

And sett'st the sinner tree. 



HYMN CLXV. 
Rejoicing in the love of Cfod. 

I FEEL thy love to make me clean, 
To fiar reraore my stain, 
Thou wak'st mine eyes to things unseen. 
To see that I am vain. 

if hat all my thoughts like fowls can flee 

That *8 flitting m the storm ; 
Until iiiey *re ga.ther*d home by thee. 

Encompassed in thine arm. 

Then Lord, I in thy bosom lie 

Like to the child, at rest, 
As harmless as the dove am I 

When I by thee am blest 
I 
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Nor worlds upon my spirit move 
To tempt me from tny care, 

I feed on my Redeemer's love 
For ever happy tiiere. 



HYMN CLXVI. 
Resting with the Lord, 

HOW sure I find my resting place 
When storms and troubles rise ; 
How endless is my store of grace. 
How clean my sacrifice. 

Though kingdoms round in glory shinci 

They flourish to decay ; 
Ko rest can be more sure than mine, 

No brighter suns by day. 

Nor way of kings can be more clear. 

Nor crowns oi glory be 
Like to the Sou mat doth appear 

To give his peace to me. 

No lion breaks the hedge around, 

No erring foe comes in, 
Because when peace with Gk)d I 've found 

I find the end of sin. 

Oh, here I see with wakening eyes 

An everlasting store, 
And here I see no end of joys 

But peace for evermore. 
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HYMN CLXVII. 

FaUing from grace. 

HT did I tremble with surprise, 
Because I fell asleep, 
And a loud trumpet wak'd mine eyes 
And caus'd my soul to weep. 

I thought no foe was near my breast. 
That joys would ne'er depart, 

But now I know that troubliB 's best, 
The wound that breaks my heart. 

How dim has been mine eyes to see 
How child-like was my span, 

I thought that peace had come to me. 
The joys of mortal man. 

But oh, how soon my hope was losty 
A cloud did shade my days. 

And all my heart did cease to boast. 
My tongue did cease to praise. 

The Lord did wake mine eyes to weep. 

To future griefe endure ; 
And never more tofisdl asleep. 

Or know that I was sure. 
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HYMN CLXVIII. 
Owning the favours of love, 

LORD, we meet before thy name 
To own the favours of thy love, 
And to return the thanks aeain 
For blessings from the worlds above. 



O 
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How good it is thy name to own. 
To pray to God and worship thee. 
To Know the mercies of thy throne, 
How true thy righteous judgments ber 

These quicken and they make us Btrong-, 
They call the sleeping thoughts to rise, 
They ever teach us when we 're wrong. 
And when we 're foolish make tis wise. 

What praised to thy name we OTte, 
A thousand thanks to thee are due. 
Thou gav'st our thoughtless hearts to know 
Thy word is wisdom just aad true. 



HYMN CLXIX. 

The re vision of hope in the House of the Lord, 
ana confidence in his love, 

ACCEfTAITCE, Lord, with thee we fin. 
As we thy will pursue, 
And still be conscious in the mind 
Of every deed we do. 

O Lord, may we continue praise 

The harp on every string, 
And on our coming Sabbath days 

Prepare our hearts to sing. 

For thou hast blest our litUe hill, 

Aud caU'd the stranger near 
To see the wonders of thy wlU, 

Aud how thine house appear. 
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To hear the dictates of thy word 

And lines of praises «ung, 
That on the heart thou dost record. 

Sung by ^ humble tongue. 



HYMN CLXX. 
71^ presence of the Ood of Jacob unto Israet 
'S not the heart of DaTid nigh, 
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The chosen of the Lord, 
And Jesus too with David by. 
As wrote in the record ? 

Where prayer and praises do arise 
And sacred offering ^s made, 

And fEisting too, with weepiog eyes. 
TJntU our vows are paid. 

Are not those present in the mind 
That were on earth before ; 

We in our heart these spirits find, 
Nor halt nor doubt no more. 

All these are wonders we pursue 
Because they 're joys we find. 

In tribulation find uiem too. 
And have a broken mind. 

O Lord, thou art our rising sun. 

On ancient ages shone. 
To us it was thy will to come 

And make tny presence known. 




1^4 UTMXS OF PRAISE. 

HYMN CLXXI. 

Integrity to the God of Israel. 

N thee we now salvatioii find 
That Israel's sorrows bore, 
Thy dwelling-place a humble mind 
Where life doth thee adore. 



i 
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Thou send'fit; thy ancient blessingB down 

That we thy name may own, 
That every ton^e may uiee renown 

And bow before thy throne. ^ 

My heart shall seek no other Qod 

xCor stranger's tonmie to know» 
Nor shall mv spirit nee abroad 

In paths the wandering go. - 

Thou art my God, my staff, my stay,. 

My reAige in the storm. 
Thou art from earth to heaven my way 

My soul leans on thine arm. 

HYMN CLXXII. 
The power and glory of God, 

WHERE God hath blest the land with peace 
His Son will ever reign, 
For praises there will never cease, 
Nor Israel's honoured name. 

Nor morning suns wiU cease to shine, 

The darkest clouds remove, 
For God will bless eacli changing time 

With favours of his love. 
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The infant will to manhood grow 

And dress the bearing vine, 
Presh waters from the fountain flow ; 

Oh, could this land be mine ! 

It is prepared for Israel's feet. 

And where the tribes are one. 
And there the Lord his own will meet 

And his blest kingdom come. 



HYMN OLXXIIL 
The hope oflsraelf and the joys of righteottsnet^, 

HOW clean, God, my feet shall be 
To leave this world and come to thee. 
My heart refinM, my spirit whole, 
Mmc oflermg be a humble suio. 

Mine eyes do see, my heart doth feel, 
Thy will thy kingdom doth reveal. 
Thy spirit hath a living Son 
With whom tliy kingdom is to come. 

The saints his glory do attend. 
On earth his name will never end. 
In heaven his joyful rest shall be, 
Oh were my soul a son to thee ! 

Who is this voice that bids me come 
Where pastures grow and waters run. 
Where grapes do on the vine appear 
To bless the happy, coming year ? 
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How can I query, or delay, 

To leave my sins and come away, 

Because that happy land I see 

* T will bless my soul and comfort mc t 

HYMN OLXXIV. 
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Signs of the appearance of mercy ^ or the coming of 
the Woi'd of God, 

HEN angry foes are in a rage 
And restless lions roar. 
The favours of a former age 
Are hastening to the doon 

Oh, weary stranger, welcome m 

My ffriefe to taste and feel ; 
How deadly are the wounds of sin 

That thou alone can'st heal 

_ __^aa zealous Heipd ri»»u a^^ain 
■^rneTamT) of God to slay ? 
^ kinff from Gk>d that's come to reign 
And take my aina away. 

My spirit like an infant cries, 

O Lord, protect thy Son ! 
And save his name till Herod dies. 

As thou by Jesus done. 

HYMN CLXXV. 
The tribulation of the servants of God. 

WHY should the beating storm arise 
Upon our innocence, 
Or darkneiss often veil our eyes 
From the Omnipotence ? 



I 
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As day and Dight do still succeed. 

It 's in the way we go. 
Sometimes we 're where the saints do feed 

And then in bitter woe. 

How deep wc tread in mire and clay, 

Then on a rock we stand. 
So time doth wear our lives away 

When in a Saviour's hand. 

By wisdom he directs our ways, 

Our passions to subdue. 
Sometimes iD grie^ sometimes in praise 

Until our journey 's through 
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HYMN^ CLXXVI. 

The beginning of Righteousness* 

ORD, wliat a broken heart I feel. 
Unnumbered sins do on me bear. 
Oh, could I find a friend to heal ? 
Is my imceasing mournful prayer. 

Oh, could a Saviour hear me cry. 
And see me where I weep alone ? 
For all my 6})rings of joy are dry, 
My_mommg joys no more are kno^ii. 

My fields are bare, my flocks decay, 
The worm destroys the bearing vine, 
So is my soul to me this day. 
There *s none that will compare witli miiio. 
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A thousand Borrows imexpress'd 
Are moving in mj troubled soul, 
I seek, but I can find no rest^ 
The storms do beat» the bUlows rolL 

O Lord, I 'm to my fate resi^'d 
Through sorrow, trouble, gnef and woe ; 



A lamp is burning in my mind. 
By this I 'm taugnt my sins to ] 



know. 



HYMN CLXXVIL. 

Ruing from, death. 

OLORD, thy spirit gave me light, 
My sins before like giants stood. 
For me to.weep both day and nisht, 
Mine eyes'do see my Gknl is good. 

By this I 'm parted from my sins, 
They 're loathsome to my soul within ; 
And my submission then begins. 
And God through mercy takes me in. 

Where he the gentle flocks doth feed 
That pasture in his heavenly care, 1 
He knows m^ wants, and as I nee<^ 
Though sparmgly, he feeds me there. 

He gives me .Ufe to upward rise. 
Like one ' t were sick I upright stand, 
He places light before mine eyes 
Ana lets me see tiie promis'd land. 
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Now from my load I walk away 
And leave the shades of death behind, 
Hine eyes do see a dawning day 
That in my sins were clos'd and[ blind. 



HYMN CLXXVIII. 
Communion with the Saints, 

WHAT tidings now mine ears do hear. 
What peace abroad my spirit sees, 
My morning smi doth shine so clear 
I see the samts, I'm taught by these. 

For these are spirits from above 
That do our souls from sin redeem. 
And these do teach the Father's love 
Until the garment 's white and clean. 

Oh, how in gloiy they appear. 
Like morning hshis their spirits shine ; 
They come to fill my listening ear 
Because they love uiis soul or mine. 

They feed with crumbs of heavenly bread 
Witt sparing portions of the Son :" 
They lead me too where they were fed, 
Where Jesus and his kingdom come. 

The crumbs are pleasant to my tast^ 
My hungering soul vrith joy they fiff ; 
And here the greatest and the least 
Do feed upon the Father's wilL 
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HYMN CLXXIX. 
The remembrance of sorrow. 

LORD, how I wept and groan'd, and cried 
Because I was by thee denied, 
Oh, what a load my soul did bear, 
Wliat nights I languished in despair : 
But now they like the shadows flee. 
Since I was call'd to come to thee. 
How can my spirit e'er repay ? 
Thjr will has borne my sins away. 
This world did Uke a shadow flee 
When I arose to come to thee. 
The joys thereof do end in pain. 
They 're short, they 're trembling, and in Tain : 
And many seek them in disguise 
That say they 're harmless and they 're wise. 
But oh mine eyes do better gee, - 
Their end 's been woe and grief to me ; 
And those that do thy name adore 
Bids them adieu for evermore. 



HYMN CLXXX- 
Departing from the love of God. 

OLORD, what mountains do arise, 
What clouds o'erspread my seeing eyes, 
How dim Lord 's my morning sun, 
How slow 's thy mercy. Lord, to come. 

My bread is ^one, my springs are dry, 
I weep, no saint nor angel 's ni^h, 
I hunger, and my soul doth thirst, 
I 'm wandering, and I know I 'm lost 
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Oh f why did these temptations rise 
To guide my feet, and blind mine eves, 
Or fliis proud world her garments show 
A Tale so dark I can ^t see through ? 

Now, Lord, alone for thee I weep, 
A shepherd that mj soul will keep, 
I 've broke my fastmg and my prayer,. 
And lost thine all protecting care. 
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HYMN OLXXXL 

The Lord feeding the flocks ofhraeL 

H children, were you fed so full 



_ That you had time to spare ? 
What has Ais world done for your soul ? 
Why are your fields so bare *t 

Remind this day that all are mine, 

And there are griefs before. 
The brightest sun that e'er can shine 

Can (uoud and shine no more. 

Let all your joys remembcr'd be 
That from my hand they came ; 

At ray command they rise and flee. 
That favours past are vain. 

That thy own deeds should be thy bread 

Is rignteousDess and just, 
That time that 's past to me is dead. 

The days are gone * t were blest 
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HYMN CLXXXII. 
T?ie infant's prayer. 



LORD, from thy holy breast I drew 
My milk, my wine, my bread. 
And clothed with thy blessmg too. 
By thy kind hand was led. 

But oh, I stopp'd some flowers to see, 

Thou gently walk'd away, 
A cloud of darkness clothed me ; 

Thine infant lost his way ! 

A multitude compass'd me round. 

And 1 forgot my prayer, 
My fiasting days no more I found, 

I^or had I offerings there. 

My wandering eyes began to weep. 

My feet were rar astray ; 
I had no Mend my soul to keep. 

I saw a mournful day. 

I pray, oh Father, keep me still. 
Why should I live in vain ? 

Feed me each day upon thy will 
And lead me by tny name. 

Lead me to fasting and to prayer 
For there thine own are blest ; 

And thy great name 's for ever there. 
And there the weary rest 
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HYMN CLXXXIII. 

Renouncing the temptations of the worlds or denying 
the invitation to sin* 

OS life, how bitter are thy wo6s. 
How broad thy path 's to sin. 
Oh, how thy morning suns do close, 
What pits do take ns in. 

' T is there the weeping orphan cries. 

The mother strews her tears ; 
And there the captur'd pris'ner lies) 

A groaning out his years. 

The helpless hand of nature 's there 

With nusks and shells to feed, 
* T is there no olive tree can bear. 

No Mendly shepherd lead. 

There is no grape upon the vine, 

The morning flowers do fade. 
This place, my soul has long been thine, 

Where peace was never mEule. 

But oh, that long unhallowed ground 

Where every eye doth weep. 
My kind and friendly shepherd 's found, 

And 's come my soul to keep. 

Now my temptations I deny, 

How joyfuiy I flee, 
Now flowery moms I pass you by. 

My Gfod I come to the e. 
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HYMN CLXXXIV. 
The blessings 0/ Faith. 

SWEET are the incomes of thy love 
That caus'd nrjr weeping eyes to see, 
Thou art a friend from heaven above 
That 's often come to comfort me. 

Thou art to me my morning sun 
That dimly shines when clouded o'er. 
Though absent, thou art sure to come 
To teach me I should sin no more. 

Thou meet'st me with a parents care, 
And lead'st me gently on my way. 
Nor left me where the fields are bare 
To see a long and mournful day. 

Although forsaken I may be 
Thy love is present to renew, 
Thine hand is rich to give to me. 
Thy spirit feeds and clothes me too. 

Thou ait the diamond of my joys. 
To me tlie ancient precious stone. 
The morning light oefore mine eyes, 
A Gk)d, and none but thee alone. 



HYMN CLXXXV. 
Feeding on Faith* 

DEEP is the living sprinsr. 
The fountain *s never dry, 
Where cliildren meet and daughters sing 
The harpis tun'd with joy. 
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The hand of David *8 there 
His throne *8 from dust arose, 
Jeans his ancient crown doth boar, 
His heart our praise compose. 

"WTiat vales he leads us through 
On Jordan's banks to sing. 
On every day his name is new, 
To touch the solemn string. 

The harp his soul commands. 
With instruments of joy. 
Our prayer and praise are in his hands, 
Our offerings none destroy. 



HYMN CLXXXVI. 
Patiently waiting for the salvation of Israel, 
HY doth thy spirit* Lord delay 
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To show my soul a brighter day 
When Israel shall to gloij rise 
And offer thee their sacrifice ; 
When thou wilt make his footsteps dean 
And wash his feet in Jordan's stream. 
And give to him his ancient throne, 
A blessing not to others known ? 
Wa« he not chosen. Lord, for thee 
A servant and a son to be, 
To hear his prayer and give thee praise 
With bles«iue:a on his troubled days T 
We pray, O God, his name renew. 
His narp, his prayer, his blessings too; 
Without him all the world is lost 
From Father, Son, and Holy Ghosl : 
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He is our hope. Lis life is bread. 
And as the living from the dead. 
Oh, may onr eyes his glory see 
And be an Israel unto thee. 



HYMN CLXXXVII. 
Thi morning of ancient days. 

THUS saith the Lord, in strains of love 
Mine Israel is in heaven above, 
And when that da^r to thee shall come 
Know, Israel and liis Qod are one. 

Although his limbs are in the dust 
His soul is mine, nor is he lost. 
And when his morning shall appear 
The kingdom of thy God is near. 

In him my soul doth take delight^ 
-f His heart is clean, his eyes are bright. 
Thou by his ancient eyes shall see 
The glory of his name in me. 

Now, Lord, I see his glory rise 
Like morning stars to light tlic skied. 
And where the springs do never dry 
There Israel and my name are nigh. 
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HYMN CLXXXVIIL 
The blessings of love, 
LOVE, thou art the Lord's decree^ 



A blessing from thy throne, 
And love *s an offering unto thee, 
Wliere thy great name is known. 
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** T is love the peaceful olive bears. 

And love 's Uie fruitful vine. 
And love 's glad tidings in our ears 

To feed the flocks of thine. 

Love is the law thou did'st command 

Thy children did declare. 
Love is a blessing in the land. 

And joyful fruit doUi bear. 

Love is a diadem most bright 

In ancient ages shone. 
Love is a star of morning light, 

A Saviour of mine own I 



HYMK CLXXXIX. 
?he remembrance ofsorrowt and the inccmes of love* 

LORD, how my soul hath moum'd for thee, 
how I sought thy care, 
I sought for fruit on every tree. 
The vine refus'd to bear. 

Mine eyes did then in secret weep 
Where none could hear my sighs. 

Mine eyes likewise forgot to sleep. 
And darkness veil'd mine eyes. 

Now I in my remembrance bear 

The painml grie& I 've bore. 
They 're by thy hand recorded there 

To be for evermore. 
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Thou led me blindly to the spring 

Where crystal water flows. 
And taught my mournful heart to sing 

Thy praise beyond my woes. 

HYMN CXC. 
The joys of the Lord, 

THOUGH from mine eyes the tears did flow 
Thou made the fountain deep and clear. 
Released me from a pit of woe 
Where sun nor moon nor stars appear. 

Thou blest my giiefs with heavenly care 
My hungering soul with mercy fed, 
An lamlis arc in a shepherd's care 
Thou gave me morsels of thy bread. 

Thy name I love, thy name I own. 
Thy spirit chastens to renew ; 
Thou comfort'st me when I 'm alone. 
Tliou water'at and tliou fecd'st mo too. 

Thine hand can give and take away, 
Tliy spirit comes and goes again, 
Someti mes 1 sing, at others pray, 
So is my spirit in thy name. 
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HYMN CXCI. 

Acquaintance with the Lord* 

LORD, thy footsteps now I find, 
Because I sought thee when thou wept, 



O 

'I h V griefe are painted in my mind 
Before in Josepn's tomb thou slept. 
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"With these I feel my mind impressed. 
By these alone thine heart I know. 
On may I know thee and be blest 
When all this weary life is tiirough J 

Thon art my shepherd, and my care. 
In ancient David's name I sing; 
In thee I forra my mournful prayer 
In Israel's name mine offerings oring. 

My soul and body. Lord, are thine. 
And long they 've been my sacrifice ; 
All man can ao is to resi^. 
In thee, grie^ joy, and wisdom lies. 
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HYMN CXCII. 

The sinner's prayer for mercy. 

LORD, to thee I npward look 
For pardon, mercy, and for care, 



Mine all like to an olive shook. 

Like rolling sands when storms are there. 

My joys away like sparrows fled, 
A thought on terror stiB'd my tongue, 
My feet were by a serpent led 
Until my soul was deaf and dumb. 

Amidst my guest no voice could hear. 
That had to me a joyful sound, 
I Uke a stranger md appear 
Where once I joyful moments found. 
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To thee, my sios I do confess^ 
My spirit wears a crimson stain ; 
O wilt thou come my soul to bless. 
And call my spirit Lome again ? 

HYMN CXCIII. 
Forgiveness of sins, 

OLORD, how sweet the waters are 
Where I thy love can feel, 
Nojoys can now with mine compare 
No balm like thee can heal 

Oh, how I see my stains remoT^, 
And the white robe appear ; 

My spirit *s feeding on thy love, 
No wine to me *s so dear. 

Nor oil that from the olive flows. 
Nor grapes that 's on the vine, 

Nor pastures in the field that growa 
Ai*e like this love of thine. 

Oh, may I with thine hand be fed. 
The bread that angels knew. 

And to the fold of peace be led, 
Both love and praise thee too. 
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HYMN CXCIV. 
The blessif^s of a humble mincL 
HEN I possess the infant's name 



The Lord Jehovah then dotb reigft 
But when axalted in my miod 
A hell of woes my soul doth find. 
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Lord clothe my spirit with th j can. 
And keep ray som, aad feed me there^ 
And as thou wilt so let me be 
A child and senrant unto thee. 

Oh, why should my vain thoughts arise. 
Or dare to think that I am wise ? 
For then I 'm to my self unknown. 
Far wandering, lost, and one alone J 

Oh, that mine eyes thy flock may see. 
And ancient Israel's jubilee. 
Where children in their freedom sing; 
Eztol thy name, and praise their king: 




HYMN CXOV. 

JTiejoys ofhtmUUy, 

il and how blest the crumb 
That doth from God and heaven come« 
How sweet's the spring that gently flows 
To quench our thirst, and still our woes. 

No courts, where Lords and councils dwell 
Can of such joyful yisions teU ; 
For these a substance do declare 
There 's joy, and peace, and pleasure there. 

How deep 's the fountain, pore *8 the stream. 
That makes t^e leprous wnite and clean. 
That washes spots and stains awaj 
Where scoffera moom and siimerB pray. 
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* T is but a vision to suppose 
The scoffer up to heaven goes. 
Or sinners, in their crimson stain. 
Are blest by the Eternal name. 



HYMN CXCVI. 
Rejoicing in the Lord, the Saviour of the world. 

LET heaven and earth be joined to ising. 
And the creation taught to pray. 
And every child an offering bring 
To offer to our God this day. 

■ 

Did not the heavens move with joy. 
The Lord our peace on earth proclaim. 
Forbid the lion to destroy. 
Taught children to exalt his name ? 

Before his throne let kingdoms bow. 
And crowns, the name of Jesus own, 
Because there is salvation now 
To those that wept and moumM alone. 

Oh, now the olive branch appears, 
The angePs song, good will to men. 
Peace and good tidings in our ears. 
My heart inspires a praising pen. 

HYMN CXCVII. 
j1 song of Eden. 

IN Eden once all nature join'd 
This is the heart of man to show. 
This is Jehovah's boundless mind. 
For which his sons are bom to know. 
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The lamb and lion there agree. 
And there the hungering wolf is tame. 
All these are spirits that 's in me, 
O'er all our Gtod doth ever reign. 

How blest the morning sun appears 
Where wolves nor lions ne 'er aestroy, 
What joyful news are in our ears 
What nope of peace and lasting joy. 

The Lord commands, and we obey. 
We see the hungry lions fed ; 
And peace and glory crowns this day. 
We *re to the gates of Eden led. 



HYMN CXCVIII. 
Sprayer for the redemption of Israel, 

OLORD, lift up mine eyes to see 
The fevours that have come from thee> 
How thou hast lov'd and blest thine own 
When they for thee have dwelt alone. 

Give us their part, we crave no more. 
The blessings thou hast long in store. 
That we, like them , may blessed bo 
That humbly bow*d to worship thee. 

Lord, grant to us thy servant's name. 
Nor make our footsteps slow and vain, 
Until the world around shall know 
The souls of Israel dwell below. 
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Though these are angels round thj ihnm€^ 
It was by them thy name was known^ 
We pray, let Israel's name arise 
Like stars of glory in the skies. 

HYMN CXCIX. 

The gathering of the people, and the nanu of 
Israel the comer stone. 

OH, may I see where Jacob dwell. 
And where his sons in light excel ; 
And may the Lord to me reveal 
The ^e£9 his broken heart did feel ; 
May I prepare a dwelling place 
Where all the earth can see his face. 
And may his soul in glory shine 
His broken heart unite with mine. 
I have no prayer his griefs to shun. 
His spirit will through sorrow come, 
And all that did from him arise 
Is light in heaven to light mine eyes. 
Oh, may my kindred wake to see 
The days that were again will be. 
And Jacob's limbs again be ioin'd, 
His flock be of one heart ana mind, 
And to the world these honours show. 
The blessings of our God below. 

HYMN CC. 
The tents oflsraeU o,nd Jacob*s rest. 

WHAT tribulation Jacob saw 
Beneath a burning sun. 
But he receiv'd a holy law 
By which his deedJs were done. 
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His blood liath into ntimbera growm 

Blest -with a shepherd's care, 
King David and his royal throne 

Was built and ' stablish'd there. 

His Son sat on his fiither's seat 

With tongue and pen most wise^ 
And nations bow'd oeneath his feet 

And offer'd sacrifice. 

All these are in one union join'd, 

A kingdom that 's to come. 
And Chnst the order of Uie mind 

By whom Ood's will is done. 

This is on earth eternal rest 

Where controversies cedse. 
Where Jacob and his name are blesi 

With everlasting peace. 



HYMN COL 

The praise of (he redeemed^ and the ransomed 
of the Lord. 

HOW joyfully the harp doth sound i, 
What praising voices rise, 
The Lord doth consecrate the ground 
With peace before our eyes. 

No titles here do give command. 

Nor human hands ordain, 
The Lord doth in our Israel stand 

With blessings on his name. 



HTMKS or PRAISE* 

His loTe to us doth wonders show 
His heart inspires to praise. 

The heathen here his name doth know. 
And Israel lights our days. 

He from the heart moves Dayid's hand 

To touch the music string, 
And maiden's lips he doth commaiid 

To join the harp and sing. 

Because he gathers Israel home 
From wandering far abroad. 

And makes his name the comtf stone 
Where all can worship God. 







HYMN ecu. 

27ie union of the people, 

H, now I see the tribes at rest. 
The house of God to rise, 
The name of ancient Israel blest^ 
His throne and sacrifice. 

In vain the flocks may stn^ abroad 

Some other fold to find, 
Tot when they 're blest by Israel's God 

They have a joyful mind. 

Although a thousand stones are laid 

For nocks to build upon. 
It *8 Israel the disar tribute 's paid, 

He '11 come again that 's gone. 
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His heart, Messiah has in store, 

' T was bought upon the tree. 
And these are his for evermore, 

And his alone thej 'U be. 

He is a spirit bright and clear 

As morning suns have shone. 
So will these ancient souls appear 

That Christ has made his own. 



HYMN coin. 
The land cf promise^ or the place of rut. 

WHERE God and Christ alone do dwell 
Our humble Zion doth arise. 
The prophets there, their wonders tell. 
And there the humble sacrifice. 

» T is there the milk and honey flows 
As the sweet blessings to the soul. 
And there the peacenil olive grows. 
And every limb and joint is whole. 

No more the heart with pain doth bleed. 
For more than Gilead's balm is there. 
One shepberd there the flocks do^ feed. 
And every morning sun is clear. 

The Lord *8 a spirit and unseen 
Still gently moving on his own ; 
His feet are deep in Jordan's stream.. 
His spirit sits on David's throne. 
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1^8 BTMMS OF PAAISS. 

HYMN CCIV. 
The visions of hope* 
•AIR bride that bears ray grief away. 
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And calls my weeping eyes to see 

The morning light of Israel's day, 
A home and resting place for thee. 

Thy spirit draws from wisdom's breatl^ 
Thou art the light of weeping eyes, 
Thou hast on earth a place of rest 
A throne where Israel will arise. 

"Wisdom *s to thee a mother dear. 
The bride and virtues of the Lord, 
By thee I see, by thee I hear. 
By thee thy holy name record. 

Thou mak'st my doubts and fears to flee, 
Mine age a moment, or a span, 
Receiv'st my soul to dwell with thee. 
Thou art the measures of the man. 

Thou art a lamp before mine eyes, 

Thou raak'st my pathway straight and plain. 

And like the Son of God most wise 

Thou heal'st my sorrow, and my pain. 



HYMN GOV. 
JJie knowledge of the truth, 

WHEN worlds are hurPd by tempests strc 
That make the bottom stones to move. 
My soul shall sing her joyfiil song 
My spirit 's found redeeming lore. 
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I '11 see the sinfiil in distress 
That *8 yaialy rais'd their thoughts too high. 
Their temples fisdl, their measure 's less. 
Their creeds in low prostration lie. 

They plac'd my soul beneath lh«ir feet 
And there I could their bnrdea feel; 
And gall they gave me for my meat 
Where not a hand was known to heaL 

Their deeds to them will sure return 
That they themselves may better know 
Their temples like Jerusalem mourn. 
Their pricle will meet an overthrow. 

Blest be the hand that made me free. 
For now the gaU is tasting sweet ; 
It 's more than honey unto me 
As I my praise and prayer repeat 



HYMN CCVI. 
Humility in affliction, 

MY spirit *s bending poor and low 
ICor dare presume to rise, 
I 'm sulphs of sorrow passing through. 
Ana tears o'erflood mine eyes. 

I see the rich, the wise and great 
In pomp and splendour shine ; 

They strive my counsels to defeat, 
And hate these patlia of mine. 



I6f HTK5S 07 PRAI8B. 

They like the empty bubbles rise. 

Tney fell, they *re seen no more f 
The Lord 's refused to hear their cries 

That 's all their scoffiogs bore 1 

The Lord doth plead by means unseen 

To those that will be blind. 
And makes the mourners heait more clean. 

More to events resign'd. 

I find the Lord in my distress 

My comfort and my stay. 
My mourning hours of prayer doth Ueas, 

And bears my griefe away. 



HYMN CCVIL 
^ change ofappareL 

THE Lord doth make my sack-cloth dein. 
Though I »ye a robe of mourning wopb ; 
Clear is the fountain, deep 's the stream, 
Where I shall, cease and mourn no mora; 

With tears I mark my pathway home 
From woods and fields that 's nir astmj. 
The Lord doth lead by paths unknown. 
The proud nor great can find this way. 

He feeds my soul where Israel fed 
When Moses set the captives £ree ; 
Pursued by them t' were shortiy aead. 
Oppressors drown in the Red 6ea. 
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Oh here I see the scoffer's end 
That carelessly doth souls oppress, 
For these the liying God offend. 
Of these he makes our numbers less. 



HYMir ccvni 

Contemplation on the things of God, 

OLORD, what wonders I can see 
As I behold thy name. 
For scoffers like the chaff do ff ee. 
Thou mak'st their glory vain. 

Although my cup with gall they fill 

And wormwood give to me. 
Their empty noise thy word doth still 

There 's sorrow where they be. 

They languish in their known distresq;, 

Their cups with sorrow fill ; 
There 's none attend their grie& to bless, 

Because it is thy will 

Where innocence doth rise and reign 
The scoffer's tongue appears. 

By these the Son m Goa was shun. 
And mourners wept in teara 

Where e'er the seeds of grace are sowi, 

Their ancient names arise. 
To law or grace they are unknown* 

To God or sacrifice. 
J* 
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HYMN COIX. 
T%e end of mourning. 

SWEET are the jcrys of CalvMy 
When the dear debt is paid. 
It sets the mournful sinner free, 
From thorns uncrowns his head. 

His feet the kingdom do embrace 
With saints and anffels there ; 

His feet from bonds doth God release. 
His spirit from despair. 

His flowing tears do dry away. 

His spirit 's not alone. 
His joys are full, nor can he pfB^ , 

Nor wo ttor want are known. 

His harp affords a pleasing sotmd. 
His cniefest joys are praise. 

His God by eveiy deed's renowned 
And saints attend his ways. 

His morning suns do erer shine. 
There are no scoffers there, • 

This lot one day, Lord, is mine. 
Because it is my prayer. 
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HYMN OCX. 
ITie windows of Heaven. 
HAT lights O God, is from thy throoe 



Descending throu^ the skies^ 
_ lit thy holy name 
Thy love by sacrifice. 



By light thy holy name 18 known. 
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How thou hast offerM up thy Son, 

How saints did him attena. 
And those are ever more to come. 

Their Hvee do never end 

By these I see my paths to tread. 

By thee their pains I feel; 
My spirit 's cleansed where Jesus bled, 

And Uxere is balm to heal. 

All those bear witness to thy name. 

And those will ever be. 
In spirit as they were the same. 

They taught and died for thee. 

Their spirit bore tiie sinner*8 part 

To help his spiiit throujzh. 
The pains that loeak a bleeding heart. 

Their dying hours too. 

• 

What light mine eyes in visions see. 
How plain thou'st mark'd my way. 

May these in spirit walk with me 
Until my dymg day. 



HYMN COXI. 
The fear of judgment. 

OH, wh V should men be deaf and blind 
In' a bright shining sun, 
Or thoughtless sinners stay behind 
Until the end doth come ? 
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Has not the Lord in gloiy shone 

To light ethereal skies ? 
Hath not he made the world his own 

' Twas bought by sacrifict ? 

Why then, O man, should^it thou delay 

A humble soul to bring 
To offer Gknl on Calvary, 

And honour Christ thy king t 

How can my spirit be so dumb 

To in m V sins remain 
Until a judgment day shall come, 

And make my sorrows vain 7 

I will arise from sleep and see 
What dotiii compass me round, 

Or, if the Lord has peace for me 
Such as my Saviour found. 

Lest I in mourning sh^ awake 
When God seems deaf to hear. 

Mine idle heart in pieces break 
And death and hell appear. 



HYMN CCXII. 

« 

The dread, of repentance, 

OLORD, must I these joys Jonuike 
That are to me so dear ? 
If not mine heart in pieces break 
When death and bell is near. 
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Must I a humble portion bear 
With those that 's gone to rest. 

Or ever languish in despair 
Where none was ever blest. 

Why can I not enjoy my days 

According to my mind ? 
And not attend to prayer or praise, 

Ajid thy forgiveness find f 

Son, saith God, what wouldst tho» be. 

Or what should I return. 
For all thy days of vanity 

That niake the wise to mourn ? 

Oh, know thou art for ever lost. 
And in dark paths do tread. 

Thy spirit is in whirlwinds tossed. 
Thou by vain thoughts art led. 

The bread is scanty in thy store. 

Thy springs of water dry ; 
Kor I shall <^ on thee no more 

Till thou art call'd to die. 
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HYMN CCXIII. 
The visions of the lost, 

I THOUGHT a light mine eye« did see. 
But oh, it shortly fled fix)m me, 
I thought that I had bread in^store, 
But, aJas, there is no more I 
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I thought to me the Lord would come 
When I my joyful race had run, 
I thought my life would not decay. 
But now I see it 's fled away. 

I thought rejoicing was my lot^ 
But now my joyful hour 's f6igot» 
I know not how myself to turn 
To shun the hour prepared to mourn. 

I *m weak to see mine eyes are dim, 
I scom'd the Lord^ and chose to sin. 
And when a day of joy I *11 see 
Is all in darkness hid fh>m me. 

In vain I see is life alone, 
And man is to himself unknown, 
Until he sees his deeds are vain 
He *s lost his life the world to gain. 



HYMN CCXIV. 
Time to come. 

ALTHOUGH mine eyes do darknes see 
And troubles yet to come, 
My hope, my God, is plac'd in thee, 
My trust m years to come. 

Although my sun is clouded o'er 

And woe and griefs abound, 
I know ' twill rise to set no more 

The sun my spirit 'ft foimd. 
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Thy love is like enliyening grace 

That never doth decay, 
Although it moves from place to place 

' T will never pasa away. 

It leads me where the shepherds feed 

That fed the flocks of old, 
60 Jesus doth my spirit lead 

To truths the prophets told. 



HYMN CCXV. 
The throne oflsraeL 

WHERE wisdom sits enthroned on higli 
My soul doth mourn to be» 
Where ancient souls do light the sky 
Is blest eternity. 

Their spirit never wiU remove 
From where on earth thegr ^ve been. 

For where they drank of heavenly love. 
Again on earth they ^re seeo. 

My soul doth eft these spiritB know 

As I their sorrows feel. 
And pass their tnbulaticois through. 

Their souk to men reveaL 

The Lord 's committed to my trust 

Their ancient name to bear. 
For these I hunger and I thirst, 

For these I *m bow'd in prayer. 
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I know their spirits -will arise. 

Through grie& mine eyes have seenv 

And he uat made these ancients wise 
Will make my spirit clean. 



HYMN CCXVI. 
Tlie coming of ancient eUtyt, 

THE Lord first laid the bottom stone 
That Israel built upon, 
His spirit to the Lord lis known 
Altnough his body 's gone. 

The Lord will cause his heart to rise 

And shine before his face. 
His deeds of ^ory in the skies, 

On eartli his resting-place. 

The Lord has markM him for his own 

And on him set a seal. 
And placed his Son upon his throne 

His kingdom to reveal 

For God the Father 's blest his name 
With shepherds and with care. 

And he *s remember'd all his pain 
In heaven receiv'd his prayer. 

His name shall be a fruitful vine 
And aU his wounds be heal'd, 

His will to him is endless time 
And truths that 's unrevealed. 
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HYMN COXVII. 
The baptism of John* 
H, who is this that runs before 



The kingdom of the Lord, 
Or he that ham my sorrows bore 
Or pemi'd the blest record ? 

Oh, those in ^irit all are one 
As limb to umb they 're join'd» 

They 're eyer here ana are to come 
To every humble mind. 

Those are the offspring of the Lord, 
The will of G^oa reyeal'd. 

And these do own their bkst record. 
By them their liyes are seal'd. 

No sinful thief apart can steal 
Nor wolyes destroy their name, 

No hired son their hearts reveal 
They spend their breath in vain. 

The chastening of the sacred hand 
Doth bring uieir lives in view, 

It is by them we understand, 
By wese we 're saved too. 



HYMN COXVIIL 

The increase of faith. 

LORD, thou giv'st mine eyes to see 
That all and all have come by thee, 
And whomsoever thou hast blest 
Have left their sins and gone to rest 
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And whatthoa dost to man restore 
Shall be on earth for evermore. 
On earth the saint and Son was known 
Thy kingdom, judgment, and thy throne. 
And Zion's blest and holy place 
Was but a mansion of thy grace, 
And wheresoe 'er thine own may be 
Again is Zion unto thee. 
And where thy blessings do descend 
Thy love to man will never end. 
Though mounts and fields may oft decay 
And nations rise and pass away. 
The same thou ever hast in store 
And they 're for man for evermore. 
The spirit and the soul is thine. 
The former and the latter time, 
And he that serves thee is the Jew, 
The heathen and the christian too. 



HYMN OOXIX. 
The increase o/tnsdom, 

HOW can it be that so\ils are lost 
Save these that are unknown. 
That 's like the restless billow toss'd 
And are but one alone ? 

Because they know not where they be 
Nor Father, Son, nor friend, 

Nor where their journey did begin. 
Or where * twill have an end. 

These to the Lord are truly known 

That wander without care. 
And these are left to mourn alone. 

Alone, to form their prayer. 
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Kor are they from the fold astray 

Or their intended rest, 
For every sinner goes this way. 

Then choses what is best 



HTMITOOXX. 
Feeding on the vine and (dive tree. 

WHAT piecions fruit a Saviour bears, 
Ob may I gather there. 
He numbers all mj flooding team 
And hears my mournful prayers. 

He gives me from the bearing vine 

That never will decay. 
He tastes with me this gall of mine 

To bear my grie& away. 

The peaceful olive be doth yield 
And shades me from the sun. 

By him are all my Innises heal'd. 
By him's my joys to coma 

He liffhts my lamp to bom more clear 

It shines on ancient days, 
To me be calls his servants near 

To join my soul in praise. 

HYMN OCXXI. 
ITie Kingdom of Righteoiuness. 

MY spirit doth thy goodness see 
That sits enthron'd on high, 
A Sim of light thou art to me, 
And thy dear mothi^ by. 
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She is the church that did thee own 
Her spirit give thee praise, 

For thee her spirit moum'd alone 
And saw thy moumfal dajs. 

Her spirit doth thy bohI attend 
Ana feeds thee at her breast^ 

Her time with thee will never end. 
Her heart 's with thee distressed. 

All these are spirits from above 

That do thy life attend. 
And these are f&vours of thy love 

That never more will end. 

' T is life'from thee these tmths to know 
As thou dost loose the seal, 

Their dwelling was on earth below. 
Of these we taste and feel 



HYMN OOXXII. 
The resurrection and ascension of the Lord. 

LORD, when my soul doth upward rise 
Thy life doth light my seeing eyes, 
Thy pains do cause my heart to f&eii 
The fife thy spirit doth reveal 

All veU'd from sinners in distress 
Till thou dost come their lives to bless, 
The narrow way to lead them through, 
Thy deatii and resurrection too. 
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Oh how my heart doth bleed and die. 
How lifeless in the tomb I lie, 
Until thy quickening word I hear. 
With life to teach the listening ear. 

Oh, then my heart that sorely bled. 
With tJiee is rising from the dead. 
Thy life *s a line of precious care 
Through sorrow, dymg, and despair. 

Ascending from this earthly cell 

To rise alS)ve the gates of hell, 

And where my soul acceptance finds , 

Witli saints that 's blest with happy mindfl. 



HYMN COXXIII. 
Rising from the dead* 

OH how I groan'd my life away. 
My sins upon me bore, 
I tainted on my dying day. 
And could resist no more. 

Mysoul was in a Saviour's care. 

His life he gave to me, 
His griefe a garment I did wear. 

He bound to make me free. 

He all my passions did command, 
My soul ne caus'd to die ; 

The bitter cup is in his hand. 
The tomb wherein to lie. 
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AH those are visions deep and clear. 

Experience tells me so, 
By these my Saviour doth appear 

The death he passed through. 

He is immortal and on high* 
Above this world of sin, 

He comes to where in death we lie, 
And heaven receives us in. 



HYMN CCXXIV. 
Acquaintance with the Lord. 

TO whom shall I my sins confess 
Except tiie Lord I know ? 
Or who my troubled soul can bless 
But him that feels my woe ? 

When I for sin do loudly cry 
The Lord my griefs ctoth feel. 

He 's with me where in death I lie. 
And doth my sins reveal 

He hears me groan with panting breath, 
His soul my grief doth bear, 

He sees me languish into death 
And hears my mournful prayer. 

All this is bread from heaven above 

The spirit of the Son, 
And this to man 's the Father's love. 

To such the Lord hatib come. 
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My heart 's a table of his own 

To write his name thereon. 
And there his will and life are known 

Although his body 's gone. 



HYMN CCXXV. 
j^cHng by grace to the honour of God. 

WHY should I cast mine eves abroad 
The wonders of my Qoa to see, 
Or seek to know some ouier God 
Than he that gives his life to me. 

Although my portion may be poor, 

It is a hght beibre mine eyes ; 

It opens widethat|cIosed door 

To make me harmless, meek, and wise. 

It 's strength my burdens to endure. 
It doth inspire a praising tongue. 
It 's e'er like water new and pure. 
It 's wealth for evermore to come. 

It is a pathway for my feet, 
My evening song and morning prayer ; 
It 's wisdom that I can repeaC 
My shepherd and my daily care. 

Blest is the man that acts from grace. 
His way is dear, his counsels new ; 
No sinner can fulfil his place. 
No foe his wisdom can subdue. 
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HYMN CCXXVI. 
Baptism. 

HOW deep I find the purging str< 
How ojftcu do licr banks o'erflc 
Oh, will my soul be ever clean. 
Will I the eud of sorrows know ? 

Wliy <lo I often taste of death ? 
As often clothed with despair, 
fn sccR^t groan away my oreatb 
Ab oft the sinners burdens bear. 

This is acquaintance with the strcan 
Tliat never more will cease to flow, 
By every sorrow purging clean, 
lacTcasiiig joy by every wo. 

Still passing through the night to da; 
As God his wonders doth perform. 
And tliese that do nut time delay 
Meets a new birth by every mom. 

The Lord alone 's the cleansing stre« 
And more than Jordan can afford ; 
Tilt' Lord is ever making clean, 
And sanctifying by his word. 




HYMN CCXXVIL 
The baptized of the Lord, 

OLORD, why did my spots romo" 
Or why did'st thou blot out my 
1 wafl unworthy of tliy love 
BccRUBe I spent my days in vain. 



imncs or psaiss. 

But tliou from death did'st awake mino ejes, 
Mj sins before me did appear. 
Thou caus'd a judgment-aay to rise. 
My soul to tremble then with fear. 

Oh, theu my tears began to flow. 
Oh, how my sins did on me bear. 
Thou gav'st my heart my sins to know. 
Thou cleans'd mo and baptiz'd me there. 

I saw my stains pass down the stream. 
My spots of darkness did remove ; 
Thou mad 'st my soul and spirit clean^ 
And wash'd me with redeeming love. 
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HYMN CCXXVIII. 
The visions of light. 

OLORD, how plain mine eyes can see 
That once were dim, and dark, and blind ; 
Thou art a lamp of light to me 
By which my practice I can find. 

Thou 'It like the morning sun appear 
"Which I had never known to nse, 
I hear a trumpet in mine ear. 
To offer and to sacrifice. 

I see the suns of ancient days 
Through the bright medium of thy word. 
Good Israel 's law, and David's praise 
Unto thine hoase again restored. 

X 
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The saints as stars of light appear. 
Those at a distance I could see ; 
But thj salvation brought them near. 
Their yery souls to comlbrt me. 



HYMN CCXXIX. 
The union of days, 

OLORD, how well thy works agret 
As limb to limb they »re join'd. 
Nor are they distant, Lord, from me, 
"When I tiiy presence find. 

As children round thy throne Ihey are. 

By thee they come and go. 
They were with Jesus in his prayer. 

And all life's journey through. 

They *rc spirits that have garmcnta worn, 
Their minds were clotli'd with clay. 

And these thine image, Lord, have l)ome^ 
Then died and past away. 

These have a portion here below 

In hearts of men to dwell. 
And all that do thy spirit know, 

Will never these excel 

Tliey are with lasting glory crown *d, 

Tlie liglit of every age ; 
By these thy name hath been renown'd 

And these my grief assuage. 
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These triumph whereto *er they go, 
They reim with whom they dwell ; 

And those uiat do their spirit Know 
Bid this vain world &rewelL 



HYMN OCXXX. 
Forgetfidness of Ood. 

LORD, how my feet do slide astray, 
' T is hard to tread the narrow way, 
But where the path is dark and broad 
My spirit doth ibrget my God. 

There I behold the barren trees. 
My spirit doth compare wiUi tbese, 
Kor doth the Tine the clusters bear. 
There are no ripening oliyes there. 

The fruit I taste is hard and wild, 
' T is death to eyery harmless child, 
' T is bitter, and it sours the mind 
Of all that's of the lawless kind. 

However sweet my food hath been 
My garmentB as the snow were clean ; 
Here I receive the sinful stain. 
My innocence no more remain. 

And trumpets of a doleful sound 
Do rend the air, and shake the around. 
My soul doth say my ju^;e hatn come 
To chasten for the deeds I've done. 
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HYMN OOXXXI. 

7%e bonds of sin, 

|H, how I feel my soul distress'di. 
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Hj sinful deeds bear on my mind. 
My spirit finds no place of rest, 
Nor love nor friendship can I find. 

I tremble in the winter's breeze. 
My garments all are worn and thin. 
My dwelling is with fruitless trees, 
No friend haye I to take me in. 

I strew ray tears, I groan and sigh, 
No mother church to giye me bread. 
No parent dear to hear me cry, 
I am where wolves, not lambs, are fed. 

1 cannot of their prey partake. 
Oh, how my spirit mourns within, 
I am where sinners covenants break 
And all my food are deeds of sin. 



HYMN COXXXII, 
The. bread of the righteotts, or the Joys of Eden. 

HOW sweet, Lord, my food can be 
When I receive my bread from thee, 
How still and quiet is my rest 
When thou my mourning soul hast blest 
How bright I see each morning sun 
To teach my feot their course to nm. 
How plain I see m^ path is made 
And peaceful bleasuxga crown my head.. 




BTlOfB OF nUXBK. 181 

The «ites of Eden are before 
And 1 shall cease and weep no more ; 
There 's ripening clusters on the Tine^ 
The Lord nath said those fruits are none ; 
And mine are all the bearing trees 
Now yielding by the Southern breexe. 
The towering walls are high and strong. 
To save my sool from going wrong ; 
And all my righteous kindred 's wert 
With every fruit the trees do bear. 



HYMN CCXXXIII. 
The friendship of the Just, 

THERE is no time that we can lose 
Wlien we our tribute pay, 
And justice is a pearl to choose 
' Twill never pass away. 

The Lord hath sexd'd it with a i»eal 
And marked it for his own, 

It isS a balance we can feel 
Descending from the throne. 

And justice doth our actions weigh 
And brings us with the just, 

It is the life of every day 
A Saviour of the lost 

It brings to mind all ages past 

As we the truth pursue. 
And brings the wandering home at last 

And measures him his due. 
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It lights the morning of our days 
By suns that were of old. 

It hastens from our dull delays 
To join the righteous fold. 

Where Iambs and doves together feed 
Nor serpents more destroy. 

It gives us every joy we need 
And U the pruce of joy. 
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HYMN COXXXIV. 
Tke danger of delays. 
HEN I am thoughtlessly at ease. 



Or gathering flowers from the stem, 
I 'm like a leaf shook in the breeze, 
A servant to the sons of men. 

The sun glides o'er my idle days. 
My tiioughtless spirit 's far from prayer, 
I never know a cause for praise 
Where mourners thirst I 'm never there. 

I see my shadow, not my soul, 
I wonder where my God can be. 
My midnight hours do o'er me roU 
And day and night 's alike to me. 

I 'm £EUr from trouble and from care 
Nor can I dream of years to come, 
I *ve made my burdfcn light to bear^ 
My feet in every path can run* 
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Bat hark ! I hear the trampet sound I 
Mj idle son is call'd to die ; 
Thy life 's been buried in tiie ground, 
And thou, likewise, in dust shalt lie. 
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HYMN CCXXXV. 
The awakening sinntr, 
ORD, how mine eyes were elos'd to thee, 



My morning prayer I never knew, 

But thou, O God, hast waken'd me, 
Alarm'd my soul, and call'd me too. 

I tremble, for I 'm cloth'd with fear, 

A garment that I never wore ; 

I in my filthy rags appear, 

Oh, were they gone and known no more. 

My soul is bruised with my sins, 
On, what a painful heart I feel. 
To bleed, my broken heart begins. 
Oh, come, Lord, my heart to heal. 

I know there 's more than balm with thee. 
Or all the oil that Gilead bore. 
Be mercifiil, O Gk>d, to me, 
I trust that I shall sin no more. 



HYMN CCXXXVI. 
The Humility of a Saviour. 

AM I not from the worlds above T 
Thus saith the spirit of the Son ; 
Have I not come to smners love ? 
Yea, for sidvation have I come. 
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If iuc hand I ^ve to gentlj lead. 
My Boul tlie sinner's voes to bear, 
My soul doth hungering spirits feed 
Mine ear doth hear their mournful prayer. 

Am I not bow'd to hear their cries 
And move tiie mountains that 's before ? 
Do I not teach their souls to rise. 
Their tears to cease, and run no more ? 

Am I not humble in my ways. 
Is not my spirit soft and kind ; 
Do I not God the Father praise, 
Do I not bless a humble mind ? 

My call is, sinners, come away I 
There is a world ofjoys at hand ,' 
Oh, hear my humble prayer this day 
And know 1 am the Lora's command. 



HYMN CCXXXVII. 
Receiving the Son of God, 

HOW beautiful thy earments are, 
Thy feet how tender and how clean. 
Thy countenance how bright and fair. 
Oh morning sun where hast thou been ? 

Hast thou been washing from my woes^ 
Hast thou my sorrows passed through. 
May I put on my wedding clothes, 
My soul with thee be wedded too t 
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I love thy garments and thy name. 

Oh, wonld'st thou make my heart like thine ; 

To save my spirit, Lord, thou came 

To clothe this sini^ soul of mine. 

II7 spirit. Lord, I give to thee, 
Receive the offering from my hand ; 
I know thy soul luSh loved me 
And now I mourn for thy command. 

Receive my heart to pen thy name 
As Hoses wrote upon the stone, 
Porbid that I shall sin agpn, 
If y soul and body are thme own. 



HYMN CCXXXVUL 
Tribulation, 

OH, tribulation, rude and wild. 
What hast thou brought me to 7 
To be a^ain a helpless child 
As ' t IS thy lot to do ? 

Reproaches like a giant rose 

And with a lion's tongue, 
CoUectivdy he call'd my foes 

To judge that I was wrong, 

I bow'd mine ear to hear them speak^ 
And see them arrows throw, 

lly spirit trembled, I was weak, 
Ify soul did feel the blow. 
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Oh, tribnlation, how shall I 
Thy kindred debts repay ^ 

When I in dust and ashes ue 
Thou flitt'st my foes away 7 

Come, sister, dear, near to my breasl^ 
Thy dwelling place is there. 

And there enjoy thy heavenly rest. 
For all I have is there. 



HYMN CCXXXrX. 
The benefits of qfflicium. 

SISTER, dear, how lon^ distressed, 
Finding sorrow, seekmg rest. 
Few that fcve to walk with thee 
Through the restless troubled sea ; 
Few that do thy ^Dotsteps know, 
Few can see fhy conan^d foe. 
Pride and glory are itiine own 
From the smallest to the throne : 
These I know thy servants are 
Subfect to a long despair. 
Joraan rolls beneath thy feet, 
Songs of victory to repeat^ 
In thine heart do still abound. 
All ' twere lost again are found. 
Triumphantly thy spirit rose 
O'er a world of conquer'd foes. 
Bought me and then paid the cost; 
Taught me that my soul was lost, 
Through affliction led me home. 
Ways my feet had never known. 
May I not from thee depart 
Jordan of my sinful heart ? 
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Washing there to make me clean 
From the stain thine eye hath seen T 
Fomitain of my sabbam's praise, 
Joy of all my peaceful days, 
Hany blessings are thj due 
Every tempest trayellmg through. 
Ever mindful of Ihe Just» 
Hope, and joy, and peace, and trust 



HYMN CCXL. 
Jfie ktme walking, or the blind beginning to tee. 

THE oil I in my spirit £eel 
' Twill cure my wounds, my bruises heal. 
But oh, my wounds were deep and sore, 
I moum'd tiU I could weep no more. 
My limbs were feeble, ana despair 
With binding cords had bound me there. 
My sins I read before my £eu:6 
And conquer'd in this mournful place. ' 

Mine eyes could others plainly see. 
But no not one to mourn witii me, 
And now my life in lines I read 
Wrote with the blood my heart did bleed. 
But oh, at last a Mend did come 
To heal my soul, that mournful one ; 
He said, arise, and come away ! 
It was for thee I did delay ! 
Till thou wast lame, and weak, and poor. 
Nor had'st thou stren^ to weep no more : 
Oh, then I came to bid thee rise, 
Be harmless, sober, and be wise. 
And thou through life thy way shalt see. 
Deny thyself and walk with me. 
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HXMN OOXLI. 
The mysteries ofqfflictum. 

UNFATHOM'D deepe cannot eontain 
The mjsteriefi of a Saviour's name. 
Nor can a boundless earth and sea 
Contain, O God, what's known in thee. 
Affliction never hath an end 
Because from thee it doth descend, 
It is to sinners justly due 
A gateway that we 're passing throtiffh. 
And known through footsteps to our home 
Where grief and wo was never known. 
When pride doth Ml, and sin doth cease^ 
Affliction leaves the soul in peace, 
It is a sword to still our foes 
To conquer these by sin arose ; 
It is Jehovah's mighty arm. 
To still the foe and do no harm ; 
The soul an infuit to restore 
To live with him for evermore. 



HYMN CCXLIL 
The invisible power of God, 

OLORD, how dim 's mine eyes to see 
The endless glory that 's in thee, 
A life that never more can cease 
Enjoying favours, drinking peace, 
Of these my measures I can tell 
A heaven of joy, a burning hell. 
But to give measures to thy name 
With sons of men are all in vain. 
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What time and wisdom may afford 
Is all conceai'd within the Lord, 
The terroiB of a judgment-day 
At present are too mr away : 
Too deaf to hear, too blind to see. 
The joys and griefs that are to be. 
Too thoughtlessly onr time doth pass 
Our days like to the homly glass ; 
As ofken as the glass doth turn 
Unseen our soufi are bom to mourn. 



HYMN CCXLIIL 
JTie ways of man unknown. 

BORN with a veil spread o'er mine eye* 
A thoughtless heart to feel. 
And dumb to know were comfort lies 
Or, what will time reveal 

Kor wisdom in the milk I draw 
From my dear mother's breast. 

Nor can I read in natures law 
Why I should weep ot rest 

Oh, who is he of life can boast, 

Or say that I am wise ; 
Hy soul imto myself is lost 

x9'or can presume to rise. 

Oh, who hath moulded me of dust 

Or clothed me with clay . 
I 'm but an hour at the breast 

And ^cn must flee away. 



i 
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My brother's feet on thorns do tread 

He '8 run my path before, 
My father *8 sleeping with the dead. 

He 's gone, and *s here no more. 

Mine eyes a thousand mysteries see. 

But cannot reason why ; 
I know that life is giv'n to me. 

And I must mourn and die. 

Oh, how I 'm hedg 'd with walls around, 

A fate will not remove ; 
I »m all my days in prison bound, 

A mournful fife to love. 



HYMN COXLIV. 
A reformed life. 

BETTER than once mine eyes cian 08^ 
I see the sun arise ; 
A word from Gk)d to comfort me, 
A Son to make me wise. 

I am the work of him ttat were. 
That first gave life to man, __ 

That form *d his moumftil heart in pr^tf, 
The Son of Qod I am. 

Thus saith the Lord, in my distaresB, 

A conscience to me gave, 
I came thy moumfal soul to bless 

Thy tongue fiK>m sin to save. 



I 
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To heal thj heart aud bleeding sore 

That gave thy spirit pain. 
To teach thee grief shall be no more 

The man of sin is slain. 

Lord, thy mercy I relate. 

Thy conquest and my peace, 
A thousana favours I repeat 

And know not how to cease. 

With joy I eat my strengthening crumb. 

Ana taste the drop so dear. 
My spirit triumphs o'er the tomb, 

I^or mourn wiien death is near. 



HYMN CCXLV. 
Prospects beyond the tomb* 

WHEN Jesus doth my sins subdue. 
My mournful journey all is through. 
The tomo no more is in my way, 
I see an everlasting day. 

Why should I murmur, or repine 
To taste these woes so justly mine ! 
When I am sure the end I 'U see 
The bitter cup bring joys to me. 

In a few steps I 'U be no more 
Then I '11 put off the rags I *ve wore ; 
Then I '11 leave all this form of clay. 
Leave aU my foes and pass away. 



192 RYiiVB or PRAISX. 

Sorrow, I know 's confin'd to sin. 
The grave to take the thoughtless in, 
Because in death their joys do cease 
That have not made with God their peace. 



HYMN CCXLVL 
The hope and joy ofrighieoutnest. 

ALTHOUGH dark vales I travel throngb 
The brighter suns I see. 
From heaven I know there 's rain and dew 
That come, my God, from thee. 

Mr pasture is for ever green, 

The love of God I feel ; 
And when the barren plains I 've seen 

There 's balm my griefs to heal« 

Although despair is in my way 
And! 've her garments wore. 
She flees at every dawning day 
To dwell with me no more. 

She is a servant from on hieh 

By day she take her flight, 
And when the evening 's drawing nigh 

She visits me by night 

When ffloom doth with my soul attend 
,. I feel her mournful breath, 

!; ' Tis when the world doth me offend^ 

Oh, then I pray for death. 
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All these * tis wisdom to employ, 

Nor comit the shade in vain. 
These sweeten every righteous joy 

In Qod the Father's name. 

By these the golden steps I find. 

And know my calling sure ; 
These arc a blessing to my mind 

Though painful to endure. 



HYMN CCXLVIL 

The garment of the righteous, 

WASH'D from my partial spots and stain 
That long my mournful soul hath wore, 
I leave these rags that are in vain, 
Nor mourn, nor pray for them no more. 

Mine eyes do see a rising sun 
Prepared to on my garment shine, 
* T IS he that ever is to come 
To bless this chastened heart of mine. 

In light the harmless dove descends, 
He sees my soul with joyful eyes. 
The garment that the saint offends 
In mouldering dust and ashes lies. 

He lends my spirit spreading wings 
To rise above tliese neeting joys. 
My soul within triumphant sings 
And goodly spirits join the noise. 
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He smiles upon the robe I wear 
Because it 's humble, meek, and plain, 
His name he leayes on record there, 
And clothes me with his holy name. 



HYMN OCXLVnL 
The region of the lost, 

HOW trackless is that boundless plaia 
Where none do know a Sayioui's Dame 
Where songs of praise nor altars rise. 
Nor man is known to sacrifice. 

This is an emblem of our own 
Where self is to ourselves unknown. 
Where saint nor angel neyer trod 
The -paih from dar&ess unto Gk>d. 

Where none their sins did e'er conliBai 
Lost in a howling wildemessj, 
Where spirits wander like our own. 
Where law nor grace was neyer knowD. 

And where no soul can be at rest 
Because the plain was never blest ; 
The vine nor fig tree never bears 
But mourners strew their hopelesa teaia. 

Lost from conception what shall be 
And whither as the leafless tree. 
Or like the vine that never bears 
They spend their time in hopelefls oapeSi 
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HYMN CCXLIX 

The wilderness becoming a fruitful fields or the 
improvement of the mind. 

LORD, now I know tiiat I was lost. 
Thou lightest mine eyes to see. 
The fowl thiS 's in the tempest toBs'd 
Is wisdom nnto me. 

Though these are wafted with the wind, 

Or with a breath of air. 
So is the soul to these that 's sinn'd, 

They with the lost compare. 

Why did thy mercy call me home 

llie paths of life to see ? 
To taste of firuit I 'd never known. 

Of bread that came from thee ? 

Thou cloth'd me with a shepherd's caxe, 

And bade me there to stay ; 
For there the vine and tree do bear, 

And sins do flee away. 

Oh, now my path I clearly see, 

My shepnerd walks beiore ; 
And this my God is grace from thee, 

I know I 'm lost no more. 

Where once the stubborn oaks did rise 

And the wild olives ^ew. 
Is now to me a field of joys. 

The plain is fruitful too. 



t 
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HYMN CCL. 
Submission in affliction. 

HOW hard it is my griefe to bear. 
Forsaken and I taste despair, 
How bitter is my daily bread 
Wlien I stand Wnere my Saviour bled. 
1 cannot conquer, but resign, 
How painful are these hours of mine, 
They bind my spirit poor and low 
Where springs ne'er rise nor pastures grow. 
The flower fades, the leafless vine 
Is like unto this soul of mine ; 
However loud I form my prayer 
There *8 none to hear, no friend is there : 
And the last breath I have 's to cry, 
Resign my soul to death and die. 
But oh, the end 's forbid to come. 
This is the life of Christ the Son ; 
Tliat from the tomb to life arose 
Amidst a world of conquered foes : 
This is my pathway home I see. 
And Christ the Lord t 'is life from thee. 
Touched with the griefs thy spirit bore 
Till sin shall live in me no more. 



HYMN CCLI. 
The visions of life. 

L<^\\D, when I feel ray mind oppressM 
And have no joy but seeking rest, 
f I is :i shadow from thy Son, 
A vision that his spirit's come. 
V!)d thus the Lord to me appears 
riirouijli mournful nights and troubled ytpr-^ 
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And tiiis to me 's thy known decree 
While 8in remains will ever be : 
And while the soul 's in tempests toss'd 
It is the portion of the lost, 
And we wough grief for sins atone 
By painful sorrows of our own ; 
And Gk>d doth give our souls to feel 
The griefs that Jesus did reveal : 
And where his spirit now may be 
There is the cup, the painful tree, 
i^d though his soul is now at rest 
It *s where we are when we are blest 



HYMN CCLIL 
Union toith the Son of God. 

MY soul 's remov*d from far astray 
To know the blessings of this day. 
The clouds remove^ the sun to shine, 
And peace attends this soul of mine. 
My shepherd gives me deeds to do, 
Tnrougn every grief my joys are new. 
And through the toil of every day 
I 'm farther from my sins away : 
I feel a union with the just. 
My spirit 's by their presence blest. 
And grace doth move my tongue to tell 
How still they are, in peace they dwell. 
Like stars oflight my soul dotn find. 
Their spirits luminate my mind, 
They *re equal as the stars in li^ht, 
Rose from the darkness of the night ; 
Imparting joys to these that thirst. 
Rejoicing with the soul that 's blest : 
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Through grief their path to God I find. 
And jffl their sorrows in my mind, 
And union with that Son of peace 
That rose to shine,— will never cease. 



HYMN OCLIII. 
Tlie moumer*8 song. 

THE Lord hath tun'd my heart to sing. 
His son 's remov'd my sins away, 
His spirit doth good tidings bring. 
He *s taught me how I ought to pray. 

He bids my weeping eyes to rise 
The fights of heayen and earth to see ; 
And nmen he heard my mournful cries 
His spirit came to com&rt me. 

I now with joy can praises sing, 
My harp to praise shall neyer cease, 
I 'm shaded oy an angePs wing. 
And all my song is joy and peace. 

The ancient records clothe my mind, 
For right and wrong are written there. 
I, in my soul these spirits find, 
Hope, joy, and mourning, and despair. 

The Lord to me a law has made. 
With blood he writes his name within : 
And now I know my yows are paid 
Because the Lord Ibrgiyes my sm. 
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Oh, may I keep tiiie table clean, 
My hesat. be naked in his ejes ; 
Still drinking of the deansing streapi 
That doth increase my heavooly joys. 



HYMN COLIV. 
7%e tpirUofthe world. 

I SEE thee in thy highest station. 
Borrowed garments dost thou wear. 
Like to Lords of l^e creation. 
Many do thy burdens bear. 

Many are Ihy heart commanding. 
Thrones do shake beneath thy feet : 
On a ^ppery rock art standing 
Blind to time thy heart shall meet 

Subject to a rolling ocean. 
Subject to a darkened sky. 
Subject to a restless motion, 
Unprepar'd to live or die. 

Though thou bears'st the shield of power* 
Many thirst to be Uke thee, 
Fate doth yanish in an hour. 
Thou art poor as man can be. 

Though thou dost command a nation. 
Sit on Uyonee beneath the sun ; 
Uncertain is thy noblest station. 
Deaf and blind to time to come. 
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Little tribute do I owe thee, 
Leading souls to deep despair, 
My spirit sees what is before thee, 
Mourning, grie^ and sorrow 's there. 



HYMN CCLV. 
Truth and vnsdom. 

NOW I behold thy hands are clean, 
My daily shepherd thou shalt be ; 
Thy plants are young, thy garden *s green. 
And all my lasung joy 's with thee. 

No water »8 like this heart of thine. 
Thy love doth make the conscience clean, 
Thy spirit is both milk and wine. 
Thy garments as the snow are seen. 

' T is for thy name I bend the knee. 
For theo I upward lift mine eyes. 
There 's none on eaiili that are like thee ; 
There 's none so humble, meek, and wise. 

Oh, mfty mj spirit be thine own. 
My soul an infant at thy breast, 
Oh, may I walk with tnee alone. 
Thy feet will lead me home to rest 

Thine eyes are on that crystal stream 

That is descending from bur God ; 

On thee his name is ever seen. 

He »s with thee when thou walk'st abroad. 
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Oh, treasure of my lasting joys 
Thy name in heaven will never end, 
On earth thy name there 's none destroys, 
Though kings and councils thou ofifend. 

Thou art the measure of my days, 
Oh, may I walk with thee alone. 
And thou alone direct'st my praise 
And teach me that I *ve never known. 



HYMN COLVI. 
Living for the honour of God. 

A SPIRIT in my heart I find 
That doth direct my troubPd way, 
That gives a garment to my mind, 
And tells me I have need to pray. 

There is a day of sorrow near 
Wherein all flesh shall bow and mourn. 
When all our sins to us appear. 
And every soul to God shall tiuii. 

Oh, then my mirth like birds shall flee. 
Like swallows driven in the storm. 
And never to return to me, 
With grief's the dawning of the morn. 

In haste I »11 put my guilt away. 
It 's gall and wormwood to my soul, 
If I may live another day. 
Or time, an hour shall o'er mo roll. 
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My soul shall then mine offering be, 
^Ify body as a mite of dust ; 
Ify prayer to God receive of me, 
By thee I '▼e known my spirit 's lost 

Thou art a light before mine eyes, 
Where lamps of oil have never shone. 
Thou art alone my hope of joys. 
Oh, may I Hve for thee alone. 



HYMN COLVn. 
Preparing to serve the Lord. 

THE Lord directs my wandering feet 
My garments wear a sinful stun, 
I haste, a judgment-day to meet 
When I snail see I live in vain. 

I '11 turn me from the golden cup 

The harlot bears in her right hand. 

Of which so many jfreely sup 

And 's drunken by this world's command. 

Oh, Babylon, thy precious wine 
No more shall lead my feet astray ; 
These pleasures, and the curse are thine 
That 's in the Iduig's and council's way. 

Although my food is crumbs of bread 
And such as Qod doth freely share ; 
I, with his shepherds will oe fed, 
There 'a joy and peace^ and glory there. 



UYM!C8 OF F&AISE. 

Kindred and friends I bid adieu 
That daily live a life so yain. 
This world is hourly tempting you, 
Then of your mistress you complahi. 

Come but one day and feed with me 
And you will see the eyening clear. 
And hope of joys that are to be, 
And innocence remove your fear. 
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Hope in mourning, 

T present comfort, and to come 
My pathway home to peace, 
From Gk>d thou art the clearest sun 
And shine to neyer cease. 

Dark sackcloth still th^r gannents are. 
Thou often set'st to rise, ►^ -j 

Thou leay'st my spirit with despair. 
My soul with weeping eyes. 

But thy remembrance bears my mind 

So oft thou dost return ; 
In thee a healing balm I find, 

Thou bid'st me cease to mourn. 

But how I languish in despair 
When clouds compass me round, 

My strongest foes assemble there, 
with threats I shall be bound. 
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Oh, how the binding cords I feel. 
They pierce my soul with pain, 

And these are from these hearts of steel 
That do defy thy name. 

Oh, hope to me for ever shine. 
Thou hast my failing bore. 

And let my heart be like to thine. 
Of thee I ask no more. 



HYMN CCLIX. 
Despair in bonds. 

OH, thou attendant of the mind 
To thee I often have resign'd ; 
Bow*d down, and worshiped at thy feet 
When gall thou gav'st my soul to eat 

But weaker still thou dost appear 
Although thy voice doth toucn mine ear ; 
Thou doth'st me with the shades of death, 
And chill 'st me with thy coldest breath. 

Oh, sister, long I *ve been thine own. 
To me tfiy fiightening shadow *s known. 
For hope I know for fliee *8 too strong, 
And lead'st me right when I am wrong. 

And still'st thy breath, and bind'st thy hand 
TUl thou like death dost trembling stand. 
And thou by hope art led away, 
Oloth'd with tiie darkness of the day. 
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HYMN CCLX. 
Hope and despair in union, 

TWINS from the Lord that rul'st above 
Both are the offspring of his love ; 
And in the soul they nave a place. 
They 're coming and they »re absent grace. 
They »re shadows that t 'is truth to know, 
Hope rules above, despair below, 
And through my journey. Lord, I find 
They 're Doth companions of the mind. 
When grace is gone, despair attends. 
She troubles until hope aescends. 
And keeps the wheel in motion still 
Because it is God's holy will. 
Were it not so the soul would die. 
Prostrate in dust and ashes Ue, 
And cease to praise, and cease to groan. 
And never for our sins atone. 
As mounts and vales they both attend 
Until life's journey hath an end. 
And both as servants they agree, 
They 're visitors from God to me : 
And he who do 'nt these sisters own 
Is far from God, and dwells alone. 



HYMN CCLXI. 

The appearance of God to the wicked^ or chastening: 

grace. 

WHY did the frightening shadow come 
With terror from the skies ? 
Art Uiou the Lord, art thou the Son, 
That give me weeping eyes ? 
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Hast thou my name on record there ? 

My crimson sins appear ; 
Who did to thee these tiding bear. 

Or, what hath reach'd thine ear ? 

I hear thy voice too cleaiiy read 
My loDa and mis-spent years ; 

And dea£ and hell *8 to me decreed t 
Mine eyes o'emm with teaia 

Why is that chain in thy left hand 

My sinful lie^ to bind ? 
I like a helpless in&nt stand 

For want of strength resigned. 

My tongue to plead I cannot move. 

My muids are with despair ; 
And all my Maids that did me love 
Haye gone and left me there. 

Lord, I tremble in distress* 
My joys are grief to me ; 

1 'm in a trackless wilderness. 
Nor can I come to thee. 



HYMN CCLXn. 
T%e mercy of God to the afflicted. 

WHY standest thou alone 
Oh mourner in distress ? 
Thy sins to me are wholly known 
I came thy soul to bless. 
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Didflt thou not hear my name 
Before thy race was ran ? 
Didst thou not read that sin is pain 
To Christ my darling Son ? 

How couldst thou wound the doTe, 
And cause his heart to bleed. 
Who came from tax xo sinners loTe 
And wandering sinners lead ? 

To lend a tender hand. 
As shepherds feed their own. 
That thou his heart may understand. 
Through him may see thine own ? 

Thy sin 's a crimson stain. 
Thy blood 's before mine OTes^ 
Thy deeds hare ^ven my spirit pain. 
For thee I sacrifice. 

I give my soul to know 
The griefe thou dost endure. 
To give thee strength, and still thy foe. 
Thy wounded soul to cure. 

Receive from my right hand 
The bread t 'will make thee whole ; 
I ^ve thy heart to understand 
1 came to save thy souL 

HYMN CCLXIII. 
2%e improvement of life, 

THERE is a lamp before mine eyes 
How clear it seems to burn, 
' T is like the sun amidst the skies, 
To me the Lord's return. 
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With care I place my trembling feet, 
And find my steps are sure, 

It leads me to my daily meat 
And keeps my soul secure. 

Though mockers and though foes arise, 

I see my passage clear, 
The light 's so clear before mine eyes. 

In vain my foes appear. 

Temptation *s placed her feet on high 
And weighs ner ^ded ioys ; 

I We seen her name in darkness lie. 
She time and life destroys. 

• 

My shepherd 's careful day and night. 
My lamp doth clearer bum ; 

The Lord 's to me a lasting light, 
And I shall cease to mourn. 



HYMN OCLXIV. 
The confession of sins. 

WITH sorrow now my grief I own, 
My sins do pierce me through, 
I strew my moumiul tears alone, 
With sighs I see them too. 

My heart doth into pieces break, 

My griefs I can't conceal. 
Mine eyes by night are kept awake, 

With piercing pains I feel. 
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MvBins to me are ^wormwood made, 

That once to me were sweet. 
And tlioms afflict my weary head. 

And gall is now my meat 

Oh, may the world my sorrows see. 

And ^un the paths I 've run ; 
Por death and hell takes hold on me. 
These are the deeds I 'to done. 

Oh, may my soul a garment wear. 

Of sackcloth till I die, 
Hy ton^e be ever heard in pray^. 

The smner's pardon nigh. 

I cannot lisp a word of praise, 

My cup is grief and wo, 
I now count o'er my sinful days 

That 's now my bitterest foe. 



HYMN CCLXV. 
The effects of sorrowing for tin, 

MY tears begin to ^ant relief 
' T were streammg from mine eyes, 
I had the portion of a thiei^ 
The Lord did me chastise. 

My goods did with the flame consume, 
The smoke then upward rose. 

The offering was a sweet perfume, 
My joys to me were foes. 

o 
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But bih ( the moeise did arisey 
ChastiseBMOfit Iwnit bo dear ; 

' T wafe joy unto tny wteeping cyclic 
My sins did disappear. 

How mLiatsro'm were the «tep6 X took 
Without a shepherds care ; 

God, net -one ain wifl orerlooki 
Allen oiy «oal did beos. 

They hnlke my faardemM heart in twaia 
Till I saw clearly thmngb. 

And now I know my will is Taim 
With all I did puxsue. 

Bow'd till I hare aa infturt mind 
Blest with a shepherdlB chtc^ 

And peace within my heart I find, 
Ko stolm joya are iSbtxe, 



HYMK OOLXVI. 
Living to iin* 

THKOUGH all my futitre ^ys aadytais 
Hay I for deatb prepare. 
For past offences strew my teaiSy 
And humble ^[annents wear. 

I know my spirit *B liv*d to •tan. 

My deeos my mind do ststili, 
A judgment day do& take me <i% 

And makes my fflrespeets rain. 
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Oh, how I '76 lofit my precious time, 

This day I might have be^oi 
Like to the stars that oa me shine, 

My garments white and clean. 

M y d eeds like to the monuDg shone 

when nuxming stais arise, 
But now, I fi>r my sins atone. 

And mourn with weepixig eyes. 

Oh, may my grief my kindred see 

My brothers taste my woes, 
And never spend your years Uke me. 

See how my sins do close. 



HYMN CCLXVll, 
Twriwn^ from the gates of Death. 

OH, endless, burning flame. 
And deatii, I feel thy sting, 
Mys>irit 's burning in my pain. 
The wages of my sin. 

Are there not men like me 
That '8 shunn'd the brutal wskj ? 
That 's happy as the saints can be 
When I We this debt to pay ? 

Oh, could I set release, 
A pardoning sentence fe^ 
I never more would seU my peace^ 
Nor sins to men reveal 



312 HTicrs OF pbacse: 

I ta*emble in my guilt, 
My bones within do shake, 
My hardened heart in me dotii melt. 
My hope in pieces break. 

I feel the flame abate 
Quench'd with the tears I strew. 
With sorrow I my griefs relate, 
A fsite so justly due. 

I shall from this arise 

When I for sins atone, 
For light begins to reach mine eyes, 
A life I had not known. 

The Lord wiU me restore 
To where my life begun, 
And chasten till I sin no more 
Through days and years to come. 
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The hope of peace. 

ROM the deep vale of grief and woei 
^ My spirit hath to hope arose. 
And oh, that all my guilt may see^ 
That God, my ludge, hath plac'd on me. 
My theme shall be he 's ever good, 
My deeds he gave to me for food. 
The precious blood of martyrs spdlt 
He gave to wash me from my guilt 
He bid me taste that I might feel 
The pains that do my sorrows heal. 
He placed his son before mine eyM 
To bid my soul to hope arise. 
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I saw bis wounds were not a few 
That all my griefs had passed through, 
His voice aid reach my soul within 
His words were, follow me from sin. 
His tongue was oil my griefs to heal. 
And more and more he did reveal, 
"ilj spirit to his heart he drew 
To read the woes he passed through, 
His tender kindness won my love, 
And I arose to hope above. 



HYMN CCLXIX 
Fleeing Jrom deceit. 

MYgarments all shall he mine own 
That God did give to me. 
Because the Lord to me is known. 
And, Lord, I'm known to thee. 

Whjy should I borrowed garments wear ? 

Ix)r my Redeemer lives I 
And hath an ear to hear my prayer 

And all my sins forgive& 

Within, he 's built his dwelling there 

A mansion for his grace ; 
And glorious as the morning star 

He shines before my isuce. 

Aloud, I will his presence own. 
He owns my foiet and tongne, 

In songs of praise he shall be known, 
His love uond be song. 
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He saw me moaming in distress 

He came to see me there. 
He came with lore my soul to bkae^ 

My mournfnl burdeiis bear. 

I never can Ibi^get his name. 
If or chastening hand despise, 

He blest me and he beal^d my pain 
And own'd my sacrifice. 

Oh, Ood^to thee my life I owe, 
My heart, my soul, is thine f 

And thou my every thought dost know, 
Ko borrow'd robe is mme. 

Nor will I reach my hand to steal 

The glory that I see, 
For aU my life thou dost reveal. 

And thou art bread to me. 



HYMN COLXX. 
Feeding voith the flocks ofltraeL 

MT pasture. Lord, is fresh and graos 
And quiet water's there, 
And there 1 see the gilded stream. 
And Jordan's ban&s are bare. 

I see thy name befere mine ejee 
That Israel's flock hath fed : 

Likewise thine infiint Son to rise 
That on mount Oalvary bled. 
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He^s shepherd and e^enoDre shall be 

Placed on his Fatheifs throne. 
He 's king, and priest, aadcaintkio me, 

To judge and rule alone. 

Blest with the &.vcKa6 of th j Qon, 

I Lord, thy name adore, 
I know the deeds my Saviour *8 done 

And still is doing more. 

To God the Father be my praise, 

My &8tinff and my prayer, 
Thv word, Gtod, oirecf st my ways, 

And joy and peace are there. 

As Israel did I will puisue 

And thy commanog fulfil^ 
For all thou giv'st is justly due, 

And e^cixy change thy will. 



HYMN OCLXXL 
BeitLg seMuMe of Divine favour, 

WHY did a spark within my iMreast 
E'er rise suMKMd toahinet 
Or why have I with tni& bem blest^ 
A soul so dark as mine ? 

No prelate lent to me a haad, 

I nad no bishop's oare. 
But, in my soul I had conmaad 

My Qoa had written thowL 
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Unto m J spirit Moees came 

Or one uke to his name, 
He taught me that my life was vaiD 

For me was Jesus slain. 

That I his painful life might know. 

He spilt abroad his blood. 
That I nis death might travel Arough 

And then arise to God, 

Or, that mj living soul might feel 

The scourges t£at he bore. 
He gave his life my soul to heal^ 

To cease and sin no more. 

To make my known acquaintance strong 

And my election sure, 
His spirit taught me I was wrong 

And I must death endure. 

This world in me must have an end 

With all the joys therein. 
To serve this world did Qed offend^ 

The joys thereof are sin. 

That I must see the moraiag rise 
The dawning light be clear. 

His grace must be before mine eyes 
My days be spent in fear. 

And he would give me from his throne 

The joys I never knew. 
Receive my heart to be his own 

And feed and clothe me too. 
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HYMN COLXXII. 

• Living in the fear of God, 

' rp IS good thy name to fear 
X Our tliougnts to thee arise, 
For thou can 'st unto us appear 
That dwell'st below the skies. 

The -way to sin is broad 
A judge remains therein. 
We see thy providence, O God, 
Against the sons that sin. 

We see a change of feoe 
When death is drawing nigh. 
And prayers we hear for pardoning grace 
Before the hour we die. 

Thy fear do4h make us wise 
As suns do light the day. 
Our spirits up from darkness rise. 
Thy love direct 'st our way. 

And wisdom's leading* hand 
Directs our course to run. 
Till on a rock our feet do stand 
Through ages soil to come. 



HYMN COLXXIII. 
The blessing ofvjorshiping God, 

0(K)D, thou rais'd me from the dust 
Where I did in the ashes lie. 
Thou gave me hope, and bade me trust. 
And rais'd my thoughts to worlds on high. 
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The nobler stataons of the mind 
Thou led my spirit to pursue. 
Thou bade me seek and I should find. 
Thou chasten'd and thou heal'd me too. 

Thou doth'd me with a shepherd's care. 
In mercy thou hast mov'd mj tongue^ 
Thou li&ewise form'd my heart in prayer 
And let me see through years to come. 

Thou call'd the great assembly nigh 
That eyery kina in peace be &d. 
Thou also rais'd thy Son on on high. 
He liyes to us that once was dead. 

Thou did'st inspire my heart to praise^ 
I drew thy precepts in a line^ 
Thou feed'st my soul with ancient days, 
Lordy the glory all be thime. 



HYMN COLXXIV. 
hUegriiy and faith. 

HOW good it is to keep our feet 
Lest we in darkness moye. 
How good it is to praise repeat 
How sweet a Saviour's love. 

Our house from dust doth upward rise 
How heayenly is the frame, 

Bymerey still we are more wise 
Te bloM the Sayiour's uamt. 
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' T is but a shadow we can show. 

But light and truth are dear. 
There is a Lord that dwells below. 

In order doth appear. 

From him the harmless shadow cama. 

Our table richlj spread, 
Nor doth he make our ofiferings vain. 

He is our daily bread. 

See how our little garden grows 
With plants that 's &ir and young. 

Of all he dotii our house compose 
In mercy HtuB is done. 



HYMN OOLXXV. 
.A prayer for eonHnuingfawmrg, 

OLORD, thy tender hand 
Hatiii led us on the way. 
Let us receive thy new command 
And like thy senraBis pray. 

Let us declare thy name. 
On earth thy win be done, 
Nor make our humble offerings rain 
' T were offered by thy Son. 

Oh, give us strength to bear 
Part of the load he bore. 
Be oft in fasting and in prayer 
That we receive the more. 
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Forsake 'us not we pray 
When storms and tempests beat, 
Nor let our feet be turned away 
In pafhs of vain deceit 

Oh, keep us near thy heart 
As flesh and bk>od can be, 
Kor let our feet from truth depart 
StUl trayelling home to thee. 



HYMN OCLXXVL 
7%e reveloHon of Godt or the change of heart, 

WHEN first the sacred flame arose 
I saw my deeds were then my foes. 
And these to conquer and subdue, 
I must the morning light pursue. 

The day began to brighter dawn 
The darkest shades had fled and gone. 
But oh, the sorrow that arose, 
I saw I had unconquered foes. 

My thoughts did often tempt me wrong. 
My spirit had a lawless tongue. 
My words did to my soul return 
And taught my spirit I must mourn. 

Through grief I oft atonementi made 
To he^ my heart for what I said, 
And by a long and tedious day 
I wash'd my bitter gmlt away. 



o 
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HYMN CCLXXVII. 
Released from sin, 
LORD, I know that thou art nigh 



When for my sins 1 mourn. 
The soul that sins I know must die, 
And life again return. 

A captive in the arms of death 
I know my soul hath been, 

In dying pams I drew my breath 
To make my spirit clean. 

This is the life of him I know 
That mourn'd below the sun, 

' T was he that still'd my raging foe, 
That holy, harmless one. 

Is this not the Messiali's name 
That '8 built his throne within ? 

' T is Christ that to my spirit came 
To clean me from my sin. 



HYMN CCLXXVIII. 

Travelling in grace, or increasing in righteousness* 

GOD, how plain my way I see, 
It is thy Son that came from thee, 
His love to me doth never cease 
To lead me in the ways of peace. 



O 



He clothes me and he gives me bread 
He feeds my soul where Israel fed. 
He leads me with a shepherd's care 
There 's pastures and sweet waters there. 
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He bids my footstepe to increase 
And hasten to the nocks in peace. 
Unto a kingdom of his own 
Where God and all the saints are known. 

Where Moses and his flock 's at rest, 
Where David and the prophet 'a bleiBt* 
Where little babes enjoy tneir peace. 
And praises never, never cease. 



HYMKT CCLXXIX. 
Enjoying a Ueumg. 

THE Lord had pity on my cries. 
He saw me lame and poor, 
Hegave his hand, and baae me rise, 
T^r torn to sin no more. 

He gave direction to my mind. 

And bade me read therein ; 
He promifi'd, I sweet peace diould find 

It I would cease to sin. 

He made my garments white and clean 

And took my rags away, 
He led me oft through Jordan's stream 

To see a brighter day. 

He bade my size and stature glow 

As plants do upward rise. 
By this my God and Olmst I know 

lly life and sacrifice. 
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HYMN CCLXXX 

Mcwrningfar sin. 

HEN I abroad my children see 
The idle paths tney run. 



It brings deep sorrow unto me 
And grief tnrough years to come. 

It bends mr spirit poor and low, 

I spend tne night in sighs ; 
There 's darkness in the ways they go. 

Temptation 's in their eye& 

Oh, that some gentle voice they 'd hear 

That calls them to return. 
That idle deeds would touch their ear, 

That they for deeds shall mourn. 

In vain I oft my grief express. 

Oh, had I wmgs to flee, 
I 'd seek some lonely wilderness 

To soothe and comfixrt me. 

Welcome, oh grave do not delay 

To take this body in ; 
And let my spirit nee away 

Beyond a world of sin. 

HYMN OCLXXXI. 
The way to righkouinesi. 

I'LL raise mine eyes to heaven above, 
The world refuse to see. 
Nor her vain gbries will I lovt , 
They *re wo and grief to me. 
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I see the vain aspiring mind 
• Haste to the ^ates of death ; 

They seek a midnight hour to find 
^d groan away their breath. 

Their step |;rows heavy and more slow, 
And age mcrease their tears, 

Till in the grave they sink below. 
And go with doubts and fears. 

Oh, doleful path before mine eyes 
I *11 from this world return ; 

Her ways are tempting and unwise, 
Her end 's in hell to mourn. 



HYMN OCLXXXIL 
77ie beginning of life, 

I WILL receive a parent's care, 
A shepherd for my feet, 
I *m weak, a heavy load to bear, 
A world of foes to meet. 

I see the race the idle run, 
My sisters cloth 'd with pride ; 

I know that sorrow is to come 
Nor Qod will be denied 

A judge for all the deeds we do 

18 in the holy place 
To ask us whom we do pursue, 

The world, or saving grace. 
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What Will to him our garments show 

Or idle toys we wear ? 
Shall we appear to him a foe, 

Or stand convicted there ? 

I will refuse these paths to see. 

The idle race do run, 
I *11 early seek a way for me. 

Their mourning hours to shun. 



HYMN COLXXXIIL 
The joys of righteousness. 

THY will, God, my bread shall be. 
Thy word shall be my wine. 
My soul shall long delight in thee 
My heart shall all be thine. 

Thou art mj Father, I 'm the child 

StiQ leamng on thy breast. 
Thy love hath on my spirit smiled. 

Thy word doth give me rest 

Thy spirit tells me what to do. 
Thy hand 's the opening door. 

The rising day thou lead'st me through 
When hungering feed'st me more. 

I never more can be alone 

If I thy win obey. 
The morning star to me hath shone 

And clearer dawns the day. 

p 
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Mine eTening 's but a time of rest. 
There are no terrors there ; 

And all my limbs by thee are blei^ 
My life iB in thy care. 



HYMN CCLXXXIV. 
The immortalUy of the Jutt. 

MY soul no more shall erer die 
If justice I declare, 
Where truth is dear the Lord is by. 
The saints are dwelling there. 

The sun to shine doth nerer cease. 
Both Son and saint appear. 

Where there 's on earth a lasting peace 
And jKraises fill our ear. 

Lord, why did'st thy kingdom come 

To us that were so poor ? 
Or why descends thy liying Son 

To heal a heart so sore ? 

For thee, O God, my spirit bled 
My heart was rent in twain, 

Mysoul was hungerine and thou fed. 
Thou heal'd me in thy name. 

Immortal, Lord, shall be my praise 
And peace on earth my uieme. 

Thou art the li^ht of all my days, 
By thee the just are seen. 
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Thou lift'st mine eyes to thee above. 

My wandering tJaoughts to still. 
Thou feed'st my spirit with thy love 

Because it is thy will. 
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HYMN CCLXXXV. 

jin aUiance with the word of God. 

LORD, thy word is life to me. 



_ My garments and my bread ; 
It 's love that comes from heaven to me. 
By whom I will be fed. 

Thy son that sits upon a throne, 

£i ancient ages built ; 
Shall be my Judge, and Gk>d alone. 

To save my soul from guilt 

His soul is like to waters clear. 
His garments have no stain ; 

He, like the morning doth appear. 
My spirit loves his name. 

He is my banquet when I feed. 
His love 's the sweetest wine ; 

He gives my spirit all I need, 
ijid Lord, my heart is thine. 

HYMN bCLXXXVL 
^fi offering to the l^rrd. 

A BROKEN heart I feel 
With wounds so deep and sore, 
And none but thee, O Lora, can heal, 
My heart to thee restore. 
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I did forsake thy word, 
My feet did slide astray ; 
I met thy judgments, oh ray Lord, 
That tum'd me from this way. 

A grieved heart withiu 
I offer unto thee. 
For grieyous are the ways of sin, 
The place where sinners be. 

The heart doth shake with fear, 
The terrors of thy name 
Are dreadful to my soul to hear. 
Thy voice is not in vain. 

Thy sentence pierc'd me through, 
I can't my griefs express ; 
But this unto thy name is due. 
I can my sins confess. 



HTMN COLXXXVII. 
Tke confession of sins. 

HOW dark my spirit, Lor3, can be 
When 1 ana wandering far from thee,. 
How oft I bruis4 my wandering feet 
When I 'm in haste my foe to meet. 
My very feet the land doth stain 
Witli bleeding sins^ against thy name ; 
"Wiiy did my soul the footsteps shun 
Thou hast prepared for me to run ? 
I feel the wounds by sin I 've made. 
My deeds like thorns do pierce riiy head ; 
And the dark vale I 've travePd throtigh 
To find my justice, and m^ due : 
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th bear upon my grieved mind 
1 1 am helpless and resigned, 
what, Lord, my fate may be ? 
ou see'st my sins are vanity, 
d thou dost unto me declare 
unfiil life is hard4ol>8ar. 



HYMK OOLXXXVIII. 
^n accepted offering to the Lord. 

OLOBD, my heart within doth feel 
Thou art designed my heart to heal, 
rhou bid'st me in thy kindness read, 
rhy love reveal'd, thy will declined ; 
That thou hast meroy in Ihy store "* 
To heal me when I sin no more. 
Lord, thou to me a heart hast fiiven, 
Before mine eyes are hell and neaven, 
ind thou alone can^st save my miiM "^ 
^rom all the bitter grieis I find. 
Temptation in her varied dress 
Doth lead mj spirit to distress. 
But thou art there to hear me groarfj* 
To thee alone my grief is known. 
[ now return my heart to thee 
That thou so freely gave to me : .. 
Eleceive my offering, and I 'mjhh^tr" 
With those that 's smn'd and gone to rest 
A. wounded soul is my delight, 
Thus saitli the Lord, that leads me right ; 
And wheresoever thy griefs may be 
I will accept thy soul from thee. 
It is a gift that is mineowB, 
' T is life to thee by whom I'*m known. 
And when thou art for sin distress'd 
[ '11 call thy spirit homeix) rest 
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HYMN CCLXXXIX. 
T%e forgivenesi of sins, 

A JOYFUL heart I feel 
My hope doth dow arise, 
Mj God, mj pardon doth reveal 
To make my spirit wise. 

How dark the prisons were. 
How strong he made the doors ; 
A thousand groaning spirits there, 
Unnumb^d bleeding sore& 

How dreadful is the place 
Messiah doth forsake, - 
There 's not a line of pardoning grace^ 
Nor none their bonds can break. 

There 's gall, and wo, and tears. 
And groaning spirits round ; 
A threatening voice to fill the ears^ 
Oh I what a place I 've found ! 

Here I relate my sins, 
I read them o'er and o'er ; 
And here my penitence begins 
Because my heart 's so sore. 
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HYMN 00X0. 
Finding mercy in the presence of God. 

OLord, I know that thou art good, 
Th^ pardoning love I feel ; 
Thy spirit 's wash'd me in thy blood 
My bleeding wounds to hetlL 



HTMN8 OF PRAI8B. 331 

Thou plac'd a throne within my breast 

My Judge exalted there. 
Taught me the way to find my rest, 

Directed me witn care. 

And as a heavenly parent dear 

More than this world can be. 
He cloth'd my soul with humble fear, 

And gave his love to me. 

He let me see the saints at rest 

As spirits oi his own. 
The ways that he had curs'd and blest, 

And paths that were unknown. 

My spirit bow'd unto his feet, 

I saw them spotless dean, 
Hegave me bread firom heaven to eat, 

With him my soul hath been. 



HYMN CCXCL 
The dangers of temptation, 

THE nearer to the Lord we dwell 
The world doth higher rise, 
Delights the soul to use us well, 
C^ for a sacrifice. 

A sunlike garment doth she wear 
And spreads her arms abroad. 

She shines like to the morning star. 
And owns she came from uod. 
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Her l^'east is flowing as the stream. 

Her guest is joyfiu round ; 
She shows her garments^ and they 're dflflOt 

Ko spots are on them found. 

She hides from us the deeds of sin. 

And innocenoe die wears ; 
She tempts her children to begin. 

And takes away their fears. 

Oh, ima^e us'd to all deceit 
How E>ng I 'ye known thy ways ; 

In hell thou 'st plac'd my wandering feet, 
And gave me mournful day& 



\ 



o 



HYMN CCXCII. 
TTie way unseen by the servants of sin, 
GILDED steps how bright ye shine 



As golden suns appear, 
Tou 're near unto these feet of mine. 
The traveller's voice I hear. 

Oh come with me and enter in. 

And hasten to thy joys, 
'T is time thy pleasures did begin 

Where moth nor worm destroys. 

Oh, see we are a happy brood 

That travd in this way. 
Our souls partake of all that 's good. 

They *re foolish that delay. 
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Oh, teacher hast thou seen the end 

These footsteps lead thee to ? 
Or, dost thou on this day depend. 

Or hast thou travePd through ? 

I can't delay to answer now. 

My guests' on yonder hill, 
* T is hard with them to break my vow. 

Or senre another will 

I »11 wait, ray friend, till thy return. 

The tidings thou may'st bring 
Hay teach me that the end 's to mourn. 

Thy joys are on the wing. 
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The miseries of sin. 

OW long I sought from hill to hill 
A spring enjoys to find,. 
Where I might rest and drink my fiH, 
And haye a quiet mind. 

But oh, how tracklMS is the plain 

Where none do leave beMnd 
A record ever to remain. 

Of tempting joys they find. 

But, when from mirth they do return 
They 're bleeding and fnejr »re sore ; 

Their deeds have caus'd their hearts to mourn. 
Nor taste these joys no more. 
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Like to the pilot in the storm 
Their doubtful liyes do be ; 

And when they hear of death's alarm, 
Depart, O death I from me. 

A troubPd, agitated mind 

Is then our lot to bear. 
This is the end of joys we find, 

Death, mourning, and despair. 



HYMN CCXCIV. 
The sorrows of time. 

OTIME, unknown, mysterious bride 
Thou dost conceal thy breast, 
Thou on die fleeting win(& dost ride, 
But never find'st thy rest 

Unceasing as the ocean rolls 

Do changes guide thy feet ; 
Pursu'd thou art by troubl'd souls 

That 's govem'd by deceit 

Art thou not weary of thine own, 

Do they not tire of thee ? 
For them thou never find'st a home. 

Thou evermore dost flee. 

I 'm weary of the path thou tread'st» 

Thy feet are never worn. 
And all still on thy spirit leads, 

But never do return. 
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Hast thou no sister, nor a Mend 

To give thy sx>irit praise ? 
Or dow thy spirit never end 

Witii years nor troubPd days f 

My bride doth seemingly reply, 

Man for my breast was bom ; 
And he 's releas'd when he doth die,. 

When he 's my garments worn. 



HYMN CCXCV. 
L^ with a Idemng^ 

HOW clear doth rise my morning stin^ 
How cloudless are the skies ; 
A Saviour to my soul hath come 
And wak'd my sleeping eyes. 

He 's leading time in his right hand 

I had not known before ; 
She points me to a foreign land 

Wnere grief shall be no more. 

She gently leads my footsteps on, 

On ancient stones I tread. 
She tells me time is never gone^ 

»T is her that Israel fed. 

She knew mine ears delight to hear 

The tidings of her tongue, 
And to mine eyes she did appear 

With joys ikiat were to come. 
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She wrote her name upon mj bveast 

And there to ever be ; 
Her name is life, that is at seat, 

A gifty God, &om thee. 
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HYMN CCXCVL 
The increcue oftoisdom, 

WHY doth my spirit rise ? 
Mine eyes can clearer see, 
The wicked, harmless and the wise, 
And what their end shall be. 

Oh, wisdom, white and clean, 
"Wash'd in redeeming blood. 
Thy feet have passed the deepest streani, 
Thy home this day 's with Qod. 

Thou sprea^st thy hand abroad. 
Thy children are with thee, 
This day the power of Aaron's rod 
Is with thine own and thee. 

And Moses giving light 
Shines from thy stanr breast ; 
Thou lead'st me through the darkest night 
To come to thee and rest 



HYMN COXCVIL 

2%c changes of the tout, 

OW beautiful thy garments are 
That tread the paths of peace ; 
Oh, how unceasing is thy prayer, 
"Thy praises never cease. 
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How bright thy moruirig sun doth shine. 

And aiearer is thjr day 
Than all the idle sons of time 

That waste their lives away. 

Thy spirit is as daily bread 

To leed the hungering poor. 
Thy footsteps are dj wisdom led. 

And endless is thy store. 

Thou hast put off that sinful dress 

T' were spattered with a stain ; 
And whom thou meet*st thou com'st to bless,. 

N"or are thy cousels vain. 

Thy feet do mark a holy way. 

Thy paths mine eyes do see, 
I will forsake my sins this day 

And come and walk with mec 



HYMN CCXCVIII. 
Obtaining favour, 

LORD, how 1 feci refreshed. 
Thy priesence makes me whole. 
With mourmng I have been distressed 
In body, and in soul. 

What mental strength I feel 
My heart doth leap within, 
My sins from me tjtiou dost conceal. 
Thy blessingis do begin. 
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Oh, ma^ I upward rise. 
By ftsting and by prayer ; 
Thy Son be present in mine eyes, ^ 
My soul likewise be there. 

And all the lights that 's shone 
Appear on earth to show 
That thou on earth dost rule alone, 
And worlds thy name shall know* 

Let morning lights appear 
That once have shone tor thee ; 
Their Yoice be teaching in mine ear. 
Their spirits come to me. 

Thy jbvours. Lord, are great, 
No sun like thee hath shone ; 
Thy former mercies. Lord, repeat* 
And make the worlds thine own. 



HYMN CCXCIX, 
Rejoicing in the Lord. 

OLORD, in thee our joys we find. 
No morning sun 's so dear, 
Thou 'st blest us with a happy mind, 
Thy £a.Yours do appear. 

Thou never dost thine own forsake 
That keep thy healing laws. 

Thou never dost thy covenants break 
Nor change thy holy catise. 
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Thou pleas'd to lend to us thine arm 

Thy loving heart to show ; 
And in the midst of earth's alarm 

Thou lead'st us safelj through. 

Thou plant'st the vine and bid'st it bear 

According to its kind. 
And when we meet and gather there 

The joyful grapes we find. 

Could we a thousand joys return 

Unto thj holj breast, 
We 'd bless thee for the griefs we're borne. 

And praise thee for our rest 



HYMN CCC. 

A prayer for mercy ^ and thanks to God for pott 

favours. 

OLORD, be with us when we mourn 
And count our painful sighs ; 
And let thy love to us return 
When we have weeping eyes. 

Without thee we are earth and dust. 

As lifeless as the clay ; 
For thee we hunger, and we thirst 

When thou hast fled away. 

Be present^ Lord, our souls to feed. 

To water when we 're dry. 
To give us as we stand in need. 

I&eive us when we die. 
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Thy ferours are as bread and wine. 

Our thanks for ever be 
As blessings to this heart of thine. 

With honours unto thee. 

Nor let us from thy word depart, 
But shun the scoffer's ways ; 

And feed us ftom thy loving heart 
With teaching, prayer, and praise? 



HYMN CCCI. 
Pasting from death nnto life. 

LORD, as thy quickening love descends 
To my immortal oreast ; 
I find on mee my life depends 
And my immortal rest 

I feel the airow and the sting. 

The sentence I shall die, 
I see temptation on the winff, 

And loving shepherds nigk 

I hear my sioiful spirit groan 

And then give up the ghost, 
Jiy bodj hastening to the tomb. 

My smful soul is lost 

Oh. then I Hear thie trumpet sound, 

Oh, sleepine sinner rise ; 
The voice dow rend the bin£ng ground. 

And light 's before mine eyes. 
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Oil, then both death and life I see. 
The sacred changing hand ; 

Mj sins do nnto darkness flee * 
As shadows from the land. 
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The 9fnd of Htm. 

HEN I began my youthful days 
Time hover'd round my breast. 
She led me on with tempting ways 
To join the happy guest 

Like to the plant that upward grew 

My soul began to rise^ 
She taught my hands what they should do, 

And now to please mine eyes. 

She gare me berries from the stem, 

And flowery hiUs appear'd, 
She told me I was wiser then 

Because her Toice I heard. 

But oh, the flowers did decay. 

The berries scarcer grew ; 
I saw no pleasures in uiat day 

My joys became so few. 

Not all the gold her hand could show. 

Or Tarious robes she wore. 
Could comfort me my sorrows through, 

She fled and 's seen no more. 

Q 
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Tbe« point to .J^ea^ttg.^ 

vmetwaf Ales** ?* »? 
These gw**"n,y head. 
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HYMN CCCIV. 
Receiving a blessing from the Ifive of God, 
H, how the mornkig sun doth rise 



With light before my weeping eyes, 
Because I ancient spirits see, 
With whom my soul doth well agree. 

With these I join in prayer and praise, 
I see their feet, deds^ Uieir ways ; 
And when my soul doth praises sing. 
The heart of David is my Mng. 

I 'm not asham'd to own his shield 
That ne'er was conquered in the field. 
Nor from the ^eat he did not flee. 
His spirit's wisdom unto me. 

May I give honour to his Son, 
The lines he wrote, the song he sung 
Ls wisdom's laws, and wine and bread. 
On which my spirit has been fed. 

The saints unto his heart are joined. 
In sacred union all I find 
That bow'd the neck and serv'd the Lord, 
Whose names are wrote in the reconil. 



Living with the Jjord. \ 
HYMN CCOV. 

THOU endless fountain of all good, 
The source of all my joys. 
Thy dictates I have understood, 
Thy will my heart employs. 
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I day by daj the Tolome read 
That 's printed in my breast. 

And when I hun^r thou dost feed. 
And when I tmrst I 'm blest. 

And when I mourn thou hear'st my cry^ 
And lend'st a listening ear. 

And when I weep thy spirit *8 nigh 
To see the &Umg tear. 

Tliough day and nigbt shall pass away^ 
And lights from heaven mi, 

Thy life nor word shall ne'er decay. 
Thou bound'st and govem'st all. 

Although the hills to mountains rise. 
And the low yaUeys mourn. 

All, all are present in thine eyes. 
And to their source r#um. 
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Imagination. 

OH, fluttering wing, oh, thoughtless mind. 
What is the treasure you can find ? 
Where is the pearl, where is the stone. 
Where thou liast built thy lasting home ? 

The sea 's less boundless than thy hearty 
The earth 's more stable than thou art, 
The child content exceedeth thee, 
Wiser 's the babe than thou canst be. 
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Oh, fluttering wing come change thy dret*8, 
Thy flitting *8 in the wilderness ; 
The fowl, indeed, may have a nest. 
But thoiQ on earth canst find no rest. 

What thou canst see, thy heart can crave, 
But never thirsting for the ^ve. 
Until thy soul has weary wings. 
And mourning to thy heart she briogs. 

29b more spread out thy wings abroad. 
Be still, and fkst, and pray to God ; 
And he will give thee wings to rise 
Above tliy wandering, seeing eyes. 



HYMN CCCVII. 
Beholding the rest of the just. 

BLEST are the souls mine eyes can see, 
How stUl, and how content they be ; 
Oh, that their eate mine eyes could find, 
I 'd have like Oiem a quiet mind« 

My thoughts no more should stray abroad. 
Nor rise on hills to see my Gk>d ; 
I 'd find his presence in my home. 
And rest my heart has never known. 

My soul within shall mourn to know. 
And find the gate they 've travel'd througli ; 
Oh, that my heart like theirs could be, 
For these are children, God, to thee. 
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I 'U leave this world, nor will I stay 
Where fools do waste their lives away. 
Seeking for that they never find, 
Like to the lost and wandering blind. 



HYMN CCCVIII. 
Leaving the voorld and seeking resL 

OH, sister dear, and brother kind 
I 'm seeking that I cannot find. 
For all the world hath now in store 
Shall cease to me, and be no more. 
Oh, father, dear, why should I stay 
Where thieves do steal my joys away 1 
Oh, mother, kind, why snould'st thou wee 
Thine eyes must shortly fell asleep : 
And all my joyful friends that were, 
I leave you for the house of prayer. 
Ye sun, and moon, and stars above. 
And distant kindred of my love» 
There is a store that is more dear, 
A fountain that is running dear 
That will for ever quench my thirsty 
And this I should have sought at first : 
And noore than heaven and earth can be. 
Is God my Saviour unto me. 
Through sorrow, grie^ and bitter wo» 
The vSe of death I '11 travel through^ 
Until my heart and soul shall find 
A blessing to my txoublM mind. 



BYMN8 OF PRAISE. 247 

HYMN CCCIX. 
A time of rest. 

THROUGH many a grief and k&guid sigh 
I find tbe sougnt-for place of r^ : 
A land where spirits never die, 
And where the mourning soul is blest 

This is where none can buy or sell, 
Nor barter can for gold be made ; 
Where those that l«de this world ferewell,. 
Have unto God tiieir tribute paid. 

Qene all the burning fires cease, 
And here the cooling streams do flow ; 
And here we find eternal peace, 
No sinner in his soul can know. 

Here grows the gra^ the vine doth bear, 
And here the fountam 's never diy. 
Oh, thirst my soul to enter there. 
For this thy present joys deny. 

HYMN CCCX. 
7%e pleaswes of the Lord. 

GREAT are the pleasures of the Lord 
When we his wise conmiands obey, 
For on our hearts he doth record. 
His love hath put our sins away. 

In mercy he withdraws the sting 
That made the heart so bleeding sore ; 
He ^ves the soul an ang^el's wing 
To rise fit>ra death and sin no more. 
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His name in light and glory shines. 
Our darkness he doth far remove, 
He gives us to discern these times. 
His chastenings, mercy, imd his love* 

It is his joy to mercy show. 
He in forgiveness doth de^ht, 
His pleasure is that we should know, 
In chastening he 's for ever right 

' T is sin that doth his spirit grieve, 
Through love he makes our souls his own. 
That we in him may more believe 
His will 's to make nis pleasures known. 
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HYMN CCCXI. 

JTie sorrow of tin, 

OW long have I this garment worn ? 



Oh, how unfitting to my breast, 
It is a galling load I 've borne. 
In which is my uncertain rest 

' T is like the sword to pierce me through. 

Or like the wounding sung I feel. 

It has effect so jusUy due. 

From whence I find there 's no repeal 

It shades my way, and blinds mine eyes. 
And hides me from the mominjOf sun. 
It binds me where the sinner hes, 
Still dreading death and woes to come. 
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And here 1 oft my woes repeat 
From joys and pleasures far awaj. 
The joys I *ve had were all deceit 
And 's led me to this mournful day. 



HYMN CCCXII. 
Increasing in knowledge. 

WHEN I drink of the bitter cup, 
The knowledge of my woes, 
It separates me from my hope, 
And leads me from mv foes. 

For there vain hope in sin expire«^ 

My vanity doth die. 
And I give up my frail desires. 

These gilded joys deny. 

Although I sorrow for a day 

To see my joys depart ; 
I 'm glad when they are.&r away. 

No more to wound my h«art 

They 've made roe restless when I sleep. 
And dreams disturb my soul, 

While some rejoic'd I had to weep, 
My sins did o'er me rolL 

Like clouds of smoke they did arise. 

Spread o'er a troubled sea, 
These hours came to make me wise. 

They 're ^(dsdom's gift to me, 
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HYMN COCXIIL 
The beginning oftcitdoau 

OH, could I find that flowiiig hnut 
That gives the weary sinner rest ; 
Oh, could I tread that peaceful plain 
Where joys for ever do remain. 

Oh, could mine c^es tiiat gbry see. 
That sin so long has hid from me ; 
Oh, could my heart tbese pleasnreB feel 
That wisdom ever doth reveal 

Oh, that I was a child again. 

And there for ever to remain. 

That wisdom would receive my prayer, 

And grant my soul a mother's care. 

And that my spirit may be fed 
With innocence and heavenly bread ; 
And that I may rejoice to see 
The joys that are with Gk>d for me. 



HYMN OOOXIV. 
TTie friendship of wisdom, 

A MOTHER I have found thy name 
When I to thee a child be(»me : 
And wisdom from thy heart I drew. 
To place my ieeit, and serve tiiee too. 

My hands for thee thou didst employ 
To write thy name and give thee joy. 
To sing thy praise, and loud declare, 
Thou art my parent and my care. 



k 



BrUNS OF PBAIBB 251 

My shepherd, — and dost gently feed 
with all the Lord 's to me decreed. 
Nor doth thy spirit stray abroad. 
To lead me wandering &om my God. 

Thou art to me the morning light. 
My pillow, and my rest by ni^t ; 
And!^when the morning sun doth rise 
Thou art the light bt&e mine eyes. 

And as a child thou mak'st thine own. 
Thou lead'st my wandering spirit home ; 
And offer'st up my heart te God, 
* T was lost and wandering far abroad. 



HYMN COCXV. 

R^oicmg in thefawmrs of God, 

1147 weary toet at rest, 
XVX In peace my heart reclin'd. 
And all my grie& and woes are blest 
That did afflict my mind. 

How harmless is the food 
My spirit feeds upon ; 
The milk is swee^ the vine is good> 
The bitter gaU is gone. 

I find a quiet rest, 
There 's no temptation thet« ; 
With all the joys of life I 'm blest. 
Nor tai^ng of despair. 
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ICo moumfol voice I hear, 
Nor hear the sinner groan* 
Both death and darkness disappc^. 
And terrors of the tomb. 

Blest is my soul with these 
That Israel's God do know; 
My spirit feeds on Eden's trees. 
And 's where the vine doth grow. 

Ko pleasures can exceed 
The mental joys I feel, 
Nor dark temptations ever lead 
Forbidden joys to steal 



HYMN CCCXVL 
The necessities of human life. 

HOW poor and naked. Lord, I feel. 
The storms do beat me sore ; 
A serpent rose to bruise my heel I 
And moths destroy my store. 

I 'm weary while I 'm seeking rest. 

Nor hill nor vale I find. 
Where sinners ever have been blest, 

Or have a quiet mind. 

I 'm blind, the homeward path to see 
That leads my mind to God ; 

Tliere 's none on earth to comfert me, 
My friends are all abroad. 
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Thfi s^ks of grace have left mj breast 

Their calls I did deny, 
I would, but how shall I be blest ? 

I thirst, but spriugs are dry ! 



HYMN CCCXVII. 
Returning from the vanities of time, 

ON thorns I pierced my wandering feet 
On stones I 've bruisM them sore. 
And now my mourning I repeat, 
Oh, what a load I *ye bore ! 

I met this mom an infimt child. 
His garment 's white and clean, 

He knew no want, on me he smil'd, 
He asked me where I *d been. 

I made to him a soft reply, 

I sought for goodly stores ; 
Again he ask'd ray spirit why 

I had such bleeding sores. 

I said, one mom I miss'd my way, 

I hasten'd from my home, 
A cloud arose, and I that day 

Was comforted by none. 

Hegently took me by the hand. 

His ifarmentgaye to me ; 
On a high rock he made me standi 

Mine eyes gave light to see. 
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He was to me the morning bud, • 
A child I never knew ; 

A little, humble, harmless one, 
My Lord and Saviour too. 



HY MN OCOXVm.: 
Travelling Jhm tin to righteousneu* 

WITH caution, fear, and tender care 
I do m^ sparks of grace pursue ; 
I ^m oft in futing, and in prayer. 
And oftentimes I 'm mourning too. 

I think I see my light decay, 
And clouds of cCarkness do arise. 
Sometimes abroad my feet do stray. 
And tears do dim my seeing eyes. 

My tone;ue is taught my guilt to own. 

My soul within I hear to cry. 

My tears for sin I strew alone. 

My shepherd 's fled, no friend is nigh. 

I wash my wandering feet with tears, 
With siglis I fan my restless bed ; 
With terror sounding in my ears 
My soul 'a been by temptation led. 

Bui oh, when I my sins confess, 
And strew my tears upon the £px)und ; 
Then every sigh the Lord doth bless, 
Again my mourning soul he 's found. 
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HYMN COCXIX. 

Continuiiig m righteousness, 

AS I tiie patKs of life pursue, 
And lights increase before mine ejes, 
I see that all submission 's due, 
My life 's a little sacrifice. 

There 's wisdom, more than I can bear, 
M^ mind is but a feeble frame ; 
mth Ood there's mourning, fasting, prayer, 
Praise and thanksgiying to his name. 

All these are ordered in a line, 
Oh, how shall I the right partake, 
What shall I take, or which are mine, 
Or which embrace, or where forsake ? 

Wise is the counsel of the Lord, 
My treasure, and my store *h in heaven, 
My bread and water is his word. 
He rightly takes what he has given. 



HYMN CCCXX. 
Children's bread* 

HOW gently doth my shepherd feed 
With crumbs my soul can bear ; 
How slowly on his hand doth lead 
To where the fountain 's deep and clear. 

He only gives me time to rest, 
Untill ne calls again to rise, 
And every day I'm newly drest 
With joys of Ixfe before mine eyes. 
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Oh, could my brother know he 's good, 
My sister taste, his love 's so dear, 
Tne way he leads be understood. 
There 's none on earth would be so dear. 

He 's like the mother's flowing breast. 
And as the tender {Either's care ; 
"When we are weary gives us rest. 
And he 's a tender shepherd there. 

He gives us when we stand in need. 
His love 's a fountain never dry, 
His, on his pleasure is to feed« 
Nor heaven nor earth doth he deny. 
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HYMN CCCXXI. 

Growing in gr<ice, 
HY did I wait so long. 



On barren plains to tread ? 
My guilt still told me I was wrong. 
And by false hopes was led. 

I bruis'd my wandering feet, 
I trod on shells and stones, 
I still pursued a foe to meet, 
He doth'd my soul witib groans. 

He gave my feet no rest. 
The place I could not find 
Where deeds were by temptation blest. 
Or qiiietad my mind. 
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1 fumtcd in the way, 
My light the dimmer grevr, 
Until I saw m^ lifeless cSay, 
And every sinner's due. 

These fkvourR are mine own. 
From grace to me they 're given. 
To make my sins and sorrows known. 
To fit my Boal for heaven. 



HYMN CCCXXII. 
Tasting of the joys of life. 

OH, sweetened cup, oh, milk and wine. 
That are to me restored ; 
TSo cup can be so sweet as mine, 
Ko shepherd like the Lord. 

No honey, nor the honey-comb 

That Israel did partaKe, 
Is sweeter than my daily cnimb ; 

It strenghens wnen I 'm weak. 

It makes my heart within to grow, 

My soul to wiser be be ; 
By this the love of Gk)d I know, 

His love and care to mc. 

It *s healing to my weeping eyes 
That long for bread have sought, 

It is the spring of all my joys, 
Direction to my thought 

R 
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It mores for God my silent tongtic>. 

To joys of praise declare ; 
It still mspires with joys to come, 

Jkad makes my hope more clear. 



HYMN OCCXXIII, 
Tlianksgiving, 

WHATEVER I haye or ean |>08sefl9. 
Mine offering. Lord, shall be, 
For thoH alone my heart can bless. 
Mine all is due to tliee. 

By night my prayer to thee shall rise. 

My momm^ song be snng. 
For thou art light before mme eyes. 

And all my joys to come. 

My thanks shall be a humble mind. 

My soul beneath thy feet 
That I may lasting fayours find, 

A crumb from l£ee to eat 

A path wherein my feet shall tread. 

Thy will my law 's before. 
For I am living that was dead 

To live for evermore. 

Could I be unto seraphs join' d. 
Or crown of kings to wear. 

Not half the comforts I could find 
That »s in thy heave nfy care. 
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HYMN CCCXXIV. 
The love of God in the human mind-, 
y body from the dust doth rise, 



With life and light before mine eyes ^ 
A father and a friend I see 
That 's more than all the world can be. 
My path is plain, my steps are clear, 
Mme eyes do see, mine ears do hear. 
There 's peace and joy I never knew 
This day my feet are travelling too. 
Oh, why should I to death return 
Where sinners weep, the weary mourn ? 
Or, why should I partake the bread 
On which the sinner hath been fed ? 
It made me weary, blind, and lame. 
And dumb to know a Sayiour^s name. 
But now I feel, and taste, and see, 
And all my heart 's alive to thee ; 
My Gk)d that hath the trumpet blew. 
And made my life and joys anew. 



HYMN CCCXXV. 
The darkness ofpride^ and the sinner^s deatfu 

THE veil of death is o'er mine eyes. 
And darkness in my way, 
I am a fool among the wise, 
And all my joys decay. 

My shepherd 's ever on the wing. 

And flitting scenes before ; 
My soul can but a moment sing. 

And then my song 's no more. 
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My garments ne'er decay. 
They 're better as they 're worn 
New scenes are ever in my way, 
My soul doth cease to mourn. 

Though worlds to light arise. 
And crowns and kingdoms there 4 
They show no glory to mine eyes. 
They're trouble, grief, and care. 



261 



HYMN CCOXXVII. 

The child? 8 delight and endless Joy. 

MY soul is harmless as the doye, 
I see my conquered foe ; 
My father doth my ^irit love. 
And Jesus loves me too. 

My mother has a flowing breast, 

And wisdom is her name. 
And safely in her arms I r^ 

From sorrow, and from pain. 

She clothes me like the morning light. 

Both sun and stars appear ; 
She keep my garments clean and whit«, 

I »m hke tne Lamb so dear. 

I have a shepherd's hand to feed, 

I drink the sweetest wine ; 
And all that kings have e'er decreed^ 

Are not like joys of mine. 
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HYMN CCCXXyilT. 
Seeking rest for a weary mind. 
"Y feet have on the mountain stood^ 



M" 



And in the vales below, 
I ^'e tasted all t*^ was said was good. 
And life I ^re travellM through. 

Now age doth on my spirit bear, 

I faint beneath the load ; 
I *ra worn with trouble, and with care^ 

I *ve come a weary road. 

Ko place of rest my feet could find. 
No voice could sav be still I 

A call did stiQ perjuex my mind, 
My thirsting heart to fill. 

How I Oft hills and mountains sought. 

And the still vales below, 
But never had a quiet thought 

My weary Journey through. 

To all that *B been I *ll close mine eyes. 

1 11 hide myself and pray ; 
1 11 hope in Gfod my life may rise 

To never pass away. 



HYMN CCCXXIX. 

The waary filling rest,. 

T is not in the groves that grew. 
Nor in the shady trees, 
It is not in the rain nor dew. 
Nor ill the gentle brccae : 
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That rest unto my soul I find, 

Nor wliere the cowrtB do dwell, 
2^or in a proud snd lofty mind 

That othere can excel 

Ct 's in the luamble ^ ath I tread 

The blind could never eee ; 
"» T is where ;the lisring'^s from the dead« 

And angel's spirits be. 

' ^here is the ban^vet and the «tore, 

And there my peace is made ; 
There sorroivsB cease and are no more. 

And erery deflit is ^aid. 



HYMlSr CCCXXX. 
Jncreasmg in ^ knowledge of GofL 

OLORD, my spirit seems to rise, 
And *8 nearer to thy throne. 
And justice too is in mine eye6» 
And life I^ve never knowiL 

I see 4iky name exalted high, 
Above these powers be£w, 

I hear for thee me iniant cry, 
Both life and death I know. 

I see that kin^ are forms of clay. 
And all the crowns they wear. 

Like unto them must pass away, 
There *s grief and sorrow thero. 
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HYMN OCOXXXIL 
Resigning to the will of God. 

THOUGH mountaiDS fall and worlds depart. 
And raging seas abound ; 
To God I '11 give my troubl'd beail. 
His name ^all be renown'd. 

Mine eyes to worldly scenes shall ck/Ae, 

To crowns that monarchs wear. 
Their brightest suns to me are Inie^ 

There 's death and roounuDg there. 

I will awake to life nnknowD, 

1 hear the trumpet sound ; 
Oh, wandering 8<m agpn come home. 

Thy moumrol soul is lomML 

The word gave life, my heart did mr/ve, 

I hastened on my way. 
And now I drink a cup colore. 

The chastening of my day. 

Still day by day m^ thoughts do YmA, 

My heart dotn wiser grow ; 
And strength 1 feel, as sin do^ end. 

To bmd my strongest fee, 

HYMN CCCXXXIII, 
Conquering iemptaiion tkrough rm^. 

WHY are ray fees so stiO» 
Or do their life dee*/ ? 
Why doth mj cup with bleswtt^k fill 
As these io pass away *i 
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A thought within my breast 
To lijfe and light arose. 
That did direct my way to rest. 
And to subdue my mea, 

I saw their visage pale. 
Their flowers and plants decay. 
With them I brake the binding seal. 
My covenant's past away« 

They frown*d upon my word, 
Ana tamed a dettfening ear. 
And all the joys they could afford 
Did like to death appear. 

Hy spirit grew so strong 
That justice to me came ; 
My tongue declar'd their ways were wrong, 
And all their joys were vain. 



HYMN CCCXXXIV. 
Jt prayer to God for the coming year. 

OLORD, have pity on our ways. 
And chasten as thou will, 
O give us prayer and songs of praise. 
And bid our thoughts be still. 

Because we are by nature vain 
Till we become thine own ; 

We live like strangers to thy name, 
And to a God unknown. 
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Lord, help oar feeble limbs to rise 

From line deep mire and clay. 
And place thy Son before om* eyes 

To light our darkened way. 

Keep us from hunger and d^pair, 

Xiest we ^ould &int and flee. 
And grant us. Lord, thy daily care. 

Be present where we be. 

As deatb doth break our bonds apart. 

Be with us when we grieve ; 
Be near to heal the broken heart. 

Let n(me our souls deceive. 



HYMN CCCXXXV. 
Hope in God. 

THOUGH enemies like mountains rise. 
And joyful songs they sing ; 
Keep light and truth before our eyes. 
Be thou our God and King.- 

Put out the lamp of those that curse 

Thy children m the way ; 
And let their day and nignts be worse. 

Till they are taught to pray. 

Let us continue in thine eyes 

As children in thy care. 
And through thy chastening let us rise^ 

By &sting and by prayer. 
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Our hope in thee doth still remain, 
Although our foes abound; 

Lord, teach us in thy holy name 
Where bread and water 'a found* 
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HYMN OCOXXXVI. 

The presence of the Lord. 

ORD, when my thoughts to thee arise 



I'm humble, harmkes, meek, and wise ; 
But when from thee abroad they stray, 
My soul from thee is &r away ; 
And these, O Lord, by thee 1 find 
Are living changes in the mind. 
Oh, why should I presume to say 
I 'm more than life, and death, and clay ? 
Or, yet a brother kind deceive 
By teaching that I do believe, 
Restrict my thoughts, confine my tongue 
To teaching what is right and wrong ; 
Lest I should lead where springs axe dry, 
And there our h(K>e siiould fiunt and die. 
There 's truth ana eiror in our way. 
And in the mind there 's night and day ; 
There 's joy and misery, hSjoe and peac«^ 
And here me sense of man ooth cease. 



HYMN COCXXXVTL 
The soul or mind forsaken of the Lord. 

HOW dark my way doth seem to be. 
There 's life and death, and misery. 
And every step I wound my feet^ 
And sin by words I do lepeaL 
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I call aloud, I reason why 
My God is gone, no Mend is nigh ; 
I »m cloth'd with garments of despair. 
My hope is fled, and left me there : 
And though I seek I cannot find 
A moment's comfort to my mind . 
I see the world around rejoice. 
But all are deaf to hear my voice. 
And pity 's Ur abroad from me : 
My soul 's like Christ on Calvary. 
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HYMN CCCXXXVIII. 
Rising from deaths or the resurrection of the dead, 

WHEN I lie pale as death can be. 
And hope is far abroad from mc, 
My life again oegins to move. 
My soul doth feel a Saviour's love. 

Till on my feet I upright-stand. 
Rebuilt by a Redeemer's hand ; 
And this my soul doth know and feel 
As Christ his life doth now revea]. 

1 '11 not so tar to seek my Qod, 
His word's within, not mr abroad. 
And there my meat and drink I find. 
As he doth feed my living mind. 

Oh, how can flesh presume to say 
There 's for my som another day. 
Good spirits <»> my soul attend. 
And the beginning is the end. 
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HYMN CCCXXXIX, 
Being taught of God. 

I FEEL my mind to move, 
I hear mj spirit groan, 
I am not fed with constant love. 
But left to mourn alone. 

The pains of death to feel 
Is life within the soul ; 
So Christ his measures doth reveal. 
His wound 's restor'd and whole. 

His bruised body sore. 
As J within should be, 
And all the griefs which his heart bore 
Are justly due to me. 

His Gk)d bore up his mind, 
His father pled nis cause, 
And I all these emotions find 
Are truth, and grace, and laws. 



HYMN CCCXL. 
The beginning of hope that passeth not away. 

AS bright as yonder morning star 
My nope from death doth rise ; 
My Saviour's life is shining dear 
As light before mine eyes. 

My soul doth all his sorrows know. 

Of those my part I feel ; 
He, death and heU doth lead me through. 

And heaven he doth reveal. 
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There 's endless wisdom in his store, 

And life and death to come, 
His spirit is for evermore, 

His Father's darling Son. 

As night succeeds the rising day, 

And hope succeeds despair. 
His life is erer in m v way, 

. Still cloudless and more clear. 

His spirit doth mine all contain, ' 

The saint and seraphs there ; 
On earth my God has plac'd his name. 

My morning star most clear. 



O 



HYMN CCCXLL 

The income of humility. 

LORD, when I my frailty own. 



_ And hunger for thy love. 
Thou let'st me see thy neavenly throne. 
And worlds that are above. 

Thy spirit doth exalt my mind 
when tfiou 'st subdu'd my pride, 

And all the joys of life I find, 
That tiiou to me denied. 

Oh, Father, print it in my mind. 
And write it in my thought ; 

The love that souls in thee can find. 
And how thy favours bought. 
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Bj humble prayer and sacrifice, 

As thou to me decreed. 
Thou didst awake my drowsy eyes. 

None could my wants exceed. 

Thou fed'st my hunger and my thirst, 
Thou did'st with milk supmy. 

And every weary thought cua rest. 
No joys thou oidst deny. 



HYMN CCCXLII. 

Feeding at the table of the Lord, or a commu- 
nion toith the just. 

THE bread on which good Abram fed 
Is set before mine eyes. 
The way tiiat Qod. hath Jacob led 
Is now my sacrifice. 

The humble song that Moses wrote 

When ho from Pharaoh fled. 
Hath now a line in every note. 

The way iis spirit lea. 

Have we not left the darken'd skies 
Where priests and Pharaohs reign ? 

Hath not Emanuel made us wise, 
That was for Israel slain ? 

Doth not his spirit lead our way, 

His soul from sins redeem ; 
To us the morning star of day. 

More clear than he hath been. 
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When we to elders bow'd the ksee. 

And priests on altars rose ; 
Moses and Christ have set us free 

From all our binding foes. 

There lives to us are heavenly bread. 

All measur'd in a span ; 
And b J these spirits we' ve been fed. 

They 're wisaom unto man. 



HYMN CCCXLIII. 
Rejoicing in the favours of the Lord, 

OUR freedom doth abound, 
A joyful song we sing, 
The silver we had lost is found. 
The Lord 's our priest and king. 

Our hope is like the tree, 
Or vine that ever bears, 
Our hand 's unbound, our feet are free ; 
We 're gathered from the tares I 

We see conviction roll 
On those we left behind ; 
A troubled and confused soul 
Do sects and '* semblies find. 

Our praise shall higher rise. 
Our lamp doth bum more clear ; 
The morning star 's before our eye8» 
And day<^ht will iq[^ar. 

s 



9Tf arM.*fs or praise; 

HYHN CCOXLIV. 

I%e sorrows ofsin* 

I HURT my soul, I wound my mind. 
My heart within is sore, 
I mourn, a Saviour's love to find. 
My conscience to restore. 

Conyiction like the billows roll, 

A flame within I feel, 
I know I have a useless soul, 

Nor can my griefs conceal. 

My deeds like arrows pierce me through, 
I *ve us*d an erring tongue. 

Sometimes I 'm false, at others true. 
But oh ! what sorrows come I 

My hope in sin did me deceive, 
1 thought my way was clear; 

But now my soul is taught to grieve. 
Because mj sins appear. 

Oh, what a shepherd 's led my way. 

And cursed is his name ; 
He 's led my erring feet astray 

To death, and hell, and pain. 



HYMN CaCXLV. 
The effects of sinning against conviction* 

MY soul doth now in judgment rise 
Against these liml>s of clay, 
My dee(U are cursed in mine eyes, 
Oh, would they move away. 
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They beai* like thorns upon my head. 

My heart doth rend in twain ; 
I liave been by deception led 

To sorrow and to pain. ' 

Why did I in the image trust 

That rose within my mind ? 
jdy soul and spirit both are logt/ 

A Mend on earth to find, 

I will lift up my voice and cry. 

Oh, kindred near me weep ; 
Without a Saviour's love I die. 

In death 's eternal sleep I 



HYMN CCOXLVL 
Preparing to meet the mercies of God, 

OH, how I weep for love and care, 
A Mend my heavy load to bear, 
I mourn and cry, and pray alone. 
To the most high my grie& are knowfi. 

I in the desert seek to £nd 

A Mend to heal my troubl'd mind, 

By night I lie awake to see 

If none will come to comfort m«. 

My conscience stings, my heart doth bent, 
My mournful prayer I oft repeat. 
My soul doth languish where I lie. 
On I muftt ray life in «)rrov8 die ? 
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Disease attonds this mortal frame. 
My body joins my heart in pain, 
How like the lonesome lamb we cry. 
There is no fldck nor shepherd nigh. 

The dove with us doth seem to mourn, 
I 'm lost, and never can return, 
I breath away my panting breath. 
Mine all doth languish into death. 



HYMN CCCXLVII. 

7%e nierqf of God returning to ttinner$, 

SON, I saw thee coming home. 



O 



I see the load thou bear'st. 
My spirit heard thy soul to groan, 
Mine eyes beheld thy tears. 

Why didst thou sin and me despise 
Who gave thee wings to flee, 

1 let thee go to make thee wise, 
And then return to me. 

Thou art my Saviour now I hear 
Replies the mourning son ; 
'^f '' O Lotd, I *ve sought thee with a tear. 
And my salvation '^s come. 



m 



The Lord again repeats his fear. 
If I should give thee peace ; 

I'hou wilt forget tlie &lling tear, 
AgaiTi thy joys will cease. 
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Some bud or flover thou never saw 

Before thy soul may rise. 
And then thou wilt transgress my la"v , 

And my kind love despise. 



HYMN COCXLVIIL 
The trial offaitk. 

MY pain doth cease, my love decayt . 
My idle tongue doth move, 
And I forget my God to praise. 
There 's other friends 1 love. 

Why should my feet with cords he bound ? 

I see the joyful place, 
I hear the tongue where pleasure 's found. 

And there I '11 show my face. 

Oh, now I will attempt to move. 

My spirit lij^hts my way ; 
I *11 go and drmk the cup I love, 

And then return and pray. 

I saw a vision, on this night 

I had a troubled dream ; 
I saw an angel take his flight. 

And he no more was seen 1 

• 

I heard some mourning in the air 

I had not known before ; 
Oh, sinful Son, I '11 leave thee iSwif, 

Ifor come to thee no mfxe» 



i 
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HYMN CCCXLIX. 
Sinning against the Spirit of God. 

DESPAIR how cold 's thy hand. 
How chilling is thy breath ! 
I know thou com'st at God 's command 
To summons me to death. 

I 've sinn'd against the Lord, 
He came and set me free, 
And on my heart he wrote his word. 
He came to comfort me. 

To pray I am asham'd. 
My hope 's forbid to rise ; 
For, in my grief, my Qod I nam'd. 
And did partake his joys. 

Oh, worse than death I feel. 
Hell, misery, and pain ; 
The serpent now doth bruise my heel^ 
And all my grief is Tain. 



o 



HYMN CCCL. 

TTie messengers of sin, 

H, could a lamb relate for me 
The place wherein I lie ; 
Some harmless dove upon the tree^ 
To mourn, in hell I die I 

Oh, could the hardest sinner feed 

Upon the blood that flows, 
He 'd know how broken hearts do bleed» 

And drink the blood that flows. 



HYMNS or PRAISE. 

Oh, could I find a cooliDg spriug, 
Some lamb could lead me to ; 

Oh, had my soul a priest or kiug^ 
Some opening gate in yiew. 

But oh, jon dove that 's on the bough, 

Mourn till the setting sun, 
I 've sinn'd and broke my solemn T0"?r, 

No Iamb .to jue doth coine. 
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HXMN £!CCLI. 

Crod ministering through the flesh to those 
that are dead in their sins. 

MY spirit 's near the prison door 
Wnere hopeless sinners die, 
The Lord hath sent me to the poor 
Where helpless mortals lie. 

Doth not the trumpet loudly sound. 

The locks and bars depart ? 
The i^irit saith, your souls are found 

That have a bleeding heart 

The lamb doth join your hfarts to moiUD, 

And pours his mourning in ; 
He saitn, by me you may return 

If you '11 forsake your sin. 

Oh, see yon dove with veeping eyes, 
Oh, hear her mournful tongue ; 

She sees where every sinner diess. 
And all his woes to come. 
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Thus saith the Lamb, I heard the doye-^ 
She loudly mourned for you ; 

She is the spirit of my love. 
Her voice is known to fieir. 

Through woe and grief to you I come 
To bind that strong despair, 

I am the person of a son 
That hi^u^ your mournful prayer. 



HYMN COOLIL 
The sinner's rest. 

OLORD, how joyful is my rest 
When I have moum'd, then I 've been Hcs^ 
How I the fruits of Eden see, 
Thy blessing on the vine and tree ; 
And here the fruitful olive bears. 
The wheat is sever'd from the tares. 
And here the name of Calvary reigns. 
The end of death, and hell, and pains. 
The balm is free, the spring doth flew 
That quenches every grief and w«e ; 
The serpenf^B ton^e to teach doth cease. 
The lamb doth reign, — eternal peace. 
No more the dove lor me I hear, 
Nor sighs, nor mourning m mine ear : 
My soul from death doth live again, 
Temptation to my heart is vain. 
My spirit feeds on angel's food,. 
And every tree is blest and good ; 
And every fruit the vine doth bear 
Doth teach me, God, the Father 's thew. 
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HYMN OCCLIII. 
Crrowing in grace. 

MY words are less, my steps are fev, 
Nor all I see delights mine eyes, 
And as the dove I 'm luffmlesB too. 
And as the Lamb I 'm growing wise. 

Vain are the ways mine eyes do see. 
And words perplexing to mine ear ; 
They 're gall and wormwood nnto me^ 
When scoffers langh I shed the tear. 

I see the youth like flowers decay, 
I hear them spend their breath in vain ; 
I see them die, and pass away, 
Never with us to live again. 

My spirit for their souls doth cry, 
Mme eyes do for their spirit weep. 
In vain I see them live and die. 
Give up this world and &11 asleep. 



W 



HYMN CCOLIV. 
T%e shepherd's care. 
HO taught mine eyes to see 



The sin that doth abound. 
Or, who is this that comforts me. 
And whence the spring I 've found t 

I taste the living bread 
And say to others eat. 
My spirit 's by a Saviour fed ; 
And He 's my wine and meat. 
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OH, tagte the cup I know, 
The sinner's ways forsake ; 
The spring I 've found doth freelj flow 
I 'm drmking for jour sake. 

Though I partake of woes 
I see jour spirit's there, 
I tread me path the sinner goes. 
His mourning and despair. 

How loud for you I pray. 
How restless is my tongue ;- 
I 've found for you a joyful way. 
And mourn to have you come. 



H 



HYMN COCLV. 
ji sinner tasting the joffs of life* 
OW sweet the waters are. 



How strong 's the bread I 'ye found. 
How tender is my shepherd's care, 
Oh, how my joys abound. 

Who saw my erring feet. 
And etill'd my idle tongue ; 
A Saviour did my spirit meet^ 
And call'd my soul to come. 

He talks with me by nighty 
His word is in mine ear, 
He teaches me by morning light 
To like the lamb appear. 
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How dove-like is his name 
That for my sins doth mourn, 
He gently bids my soul refrain, 
Oh, child, from sin return. 



HYMN CCCLVI. 
The sinner welcome home. 

I SAW thee on the mountain ranging. 
Seeking fruit thou could'st not find, 
I saw thy footsteps often changing ; 
Yet thou didst not seek my mind ! 

A father's love is never ending. 

Thine ears to me seem*d deaf to hoar, 

To thee I oft was servants sending ; 
like fools they did to thee appear. 

At length I saw the mountain shaking ! 

Blighting winds, and chilling air ; 
Then did'st thou doubt thou wast mistaken ? 

And thy lot was caU*d despair ! 

Then I heard my darling mourning. 

And I join'd his weepmg eyes, 
I saw him halt^ and then returning 

Meek and harmless, still and wise. 

Then I clad myself to meet him. 
Clean, white garments I put oo. 

Humbly bow'd my head to greet him. 
Welcome home my wandering awk 



^h4 HTMMfl or rxAisB. 

HYMN OCOLVIL 
The joyful feast of the penitent. 
LORD, how great thy mercies are. 



O 



Thy love how wise and strong, 
How heavenlj is thy watchful care. 
How praising istny song. 

Thott tan'st ray mournful tongue to sing, 

Thou dri'st away my tears ; 
A blessing to my soul dost bring, 

And far remoy'st my fears. 

Thou ealPst my mournful soul to rise 
And taste the sweetest wine ; 

Thou 'st plae'd thy love before mine eyes. 
The crumbs I eat are thine. 

Thou cloth'st me with the morning light, 

To see the paths that strajr, 
Within thine arms I rest at nighty 

And meet the joyful day. 

I see the banquet and the store 

Where all thy children feed. 
My heart is fiill, I crave no more ; 

Thou giv'st me all I need. 



HYMK COCLVIIL 
Taking care of tinner s^ or thunning vain eompM 

LOKG, my friends we 've toil'd together. 
But no pearl nor priEe we 've found, 
I hear there is a land iai better. 
Where the milk and honey 's found. 
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1 hear the trumpet loudly calling 

Leave vain sports and come aTray ; 
Young sinners too, hy death arc falling. 

In 9ie morning of their day. 

My mind is restless while I *m toiling. 

Seeking for expected joys. 
Some 's rejoicing in a wedding. 

Trouble all my hope destroys. 

Some do love the cup that *s flowing, 

Others, joyful, drinking wine. 
Tares among the wheat are sowing ; 

I fear their harvest will be mine. 

My soul is seeking lonesome places, 

Brothers, you may find me there, 
Farewell to your joyful faces. 

Heavy is the load I bear. 

Comfortless I feel my spirit 

Loud I hear the trumpet sound ; 
Foolish man I thou must inherit 

A still mansion in the ground ! 



HVMK CCCLIX. 
Preparing for death. 

ALTHOUGH mine eyes do weep, 
And this frail frame decays, 
1 close mine eyes in lasting sleep, 
In prayer, in thanks, and praise. 
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Though others maj rejoice 
To see their offspnng grow ; 
My soul doth hear a mournful Toice 
From the still grave below. 

Few are thy days to live. 
Thy painful glass is run. 
By prayer I will thy sins forgive ; 
Be ready when I come. 

Let all the world depart 
As the frail flower decays ; 
I *11 still thy blood, and chill thy heart. 
And end tiiy mournful days. 

My time to me has come. 
My life, my soul must flee ; 
Come, Father, Holy Ghost, and Son, 
Receive my soul from me. 



HYMN CCCLX 

7%e beginning of sorrows ; Lordt teach me token to 

mourn, 

WHEN I the heart of others see. 
And blest Messiah on the throne. 
Their days and deeds are li^ht to me ; 
And by their deeds I see mine own. 

Their hearts do like the willows grow. 
That 's bending o*er the clearest stream ; 
While I 'm in contest witii my foe. 
The victory 's to my soul nnseen. 



HTM!f8 OJ PBAISE. 287 

Lord, for sin mine eyes do weep. 
What sorrows now mine eyes do see ; 
My Saviour is to me asleep, 

No friend doth come to comfort mc. 

My heart is like the lamb that 's lost, 

No fold of rest my sonl can find, 

liy thoughts are in the tempest toss'd, 

1 have no shepherd to my mind. 



HYMN CCCLXI. 

The feelings of a living soul that has passed from 

death unto life. 

MY heart is pierced with pain. 
When others' £a,ultB I sec ; 
I say, has Jesus died in vain 
That bled and groan'd for me ? 

My pity flows with tears, 
A painful heart I feel, 
I 'U pass through all my troubled year?. 
My brother's heart to heal. 

I '11 drink his cup of woes. 
And all his sins relate ; 
My tongue shall speak against his foe«. 
And all his woes repeat 

I '11 stand amidst the storm, 
Or deep in Jordan's stream ; 
I 'U bear nis fedlings on mine arm, 
And toil to make him clean. 
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HYMN COCLXIL 
'J'kc Lord M nigh to comfort them that mourn, 

TO thee my prayer doth rise, 
Most merciful and kind, 
Haye pity on my weeping eyes. 
And heal my oroken mind. 

I taste how good thou art, 
Thou pour'st thy comforts in. 
When oft I 'ye haa a broken heart. 
With sorrows for my sin. 

My mind proceeds from thee, 
I *m ever m thy care. 

It is thy will to trouble me. 
And form my heart in prayer. 

Whene'er my spirit cries. 
And I for sins can weep ;^ 
Thou see'st ray soul with pitying eyes, 
.And comfort'st me with sleep. 

HYMN CCCLXIIL 
JwaJdng in the resurrection from the dead* 

OH, now my heart begins to feel 
ImmannePs quickening power ; 
The word of God doth now reveal 
To roe the wakeful hour. 

I see the saints enjoy their res^ 

Their souls to me do come, 
Hy heart and soul wit^ them are bleit, 

The Father and the Son. 
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My heart is now a dweUing-place 

For spirits like their own. 
With them I share m;^ mimbfi of grace. 

And bow below their throne. 

My heart to praise can never cease, 

I own king David's name ; 
Mj Judge proclaimi^ eternal peace, 

Immanuel doth reign ! 



HYMN OCCLXIV, 
T%e sairU's red. 

AS in&nts at a mother's breast. 
Where Jesus drew his food; 
So are the souls of those at rest> 
That 's been so blest and good* 

They 're in a goodly shepherd^s cane, 

For ever there to be. 
Beyond the days of grief and prayer. 



xCej' 



oicing, Ck>d, in thee. 

I know them when to me they come 

And visit me alojje ; 
Immortal as the risms sun 

They live beyond uie tomb. 

When I cast off this form of clay. 
Though long I may remain ; 

Then I shall see their joyful day. 
Beyond my grief and pain. 
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Though I fill up their sorrows here* 

With many a painful sigh ; 
Their praises and their song I '11 hear^ 

Their souls to me are nigh. 

HTMN CCCLXV 
Dei>otedne88 to the wUl of God. 

WHY is a law within my breast 
Containing praise and pain ; 
Or teach me why my grie& are blest. 
Or whence my spirit came t 

If God, in word doth not prevail, 

Why doth mv spirit weep ? 
Or, who on earui my peace can seal? 

Can I my spirit keep ? 

There is a never-ceasing streami 

The current freely flows; 
And this alone doth keep me cIeaD> 

And &r above my foes. 

There is a spirit call'd the Lord, 

While in my flesh I know ; 
This law within 's his holy word. 

My joy and sorrow too. 

HYMN CCOLXVI. 
The coming of the kingdom of God, 

HOW from the dead my heart doth rise, 
And every part doth sacrifice, 
How every spirit seems to groan 
That is not to a Saviour known ^ 



aiifus or pbaisl'. "2d I 

I say, Lord, thy kingdom 's come 
Where every heart doth serve thy Son, 
Where every part in life do ristj 
And offer Goa their sacrifice. 

Where every limb 's together join'd. 
And has a portion in the mina ; 
O'er all immortal, God doth reign. 
The kingdom lost is fo\md again. 

Hero every part do well accord. 
In offering praisei^ to the Lord ; 
And every vein and drop are free 
As waters flowing to the sea. 



HYMN CCOLXVli. 
ji time of rest. 



HOW weary all my heart has been 
In praying that I might be ( ' 
How tired, broken, and how sore. 



In praying that I might be clean ; 
tired, broken, and how sore. 
By travelling hiUs and mountains o'er. 



The Lord epread out a peaceful shade. 
The vine oi joys his Son hath made ; 
And David and the prophet 's there, 
And Christ 's their shepnerd and their care. 

I sec their titles how they 're blest. 
And saints like doves in mourning dr<>st ; 
But every soul 's a joyful tongue. 
And glory to the Lamb is sung. 




Vjii DYMifS Of TBAXSE. 

I know tlieir souls do see mo weep, 
Because their souls my heart do keeiH 
And though I toil, and am distress'a ; 
I *m confident witJi them I *11 rest. 



HYMN CCCLXVIII. ; 
The waters of Jordan. 

LORD, through our land let Jordan flow, 
This stream divides us from our foe t 
These waters make our garments clean. 
By oft baptizing in this stream. 
This Jordan is thine harmless Son» 
Whose blood did for transgression run ; 
His life is still the purging stream 
That makes our spotted robes so clean. 
No vulture's eyes a stain can see. 
No fruitless branch upon the tree ; 
This is a stream from God that flows 
To heal our hearts, and cure our woes. 
This stream is spirit, life, and peace 
That floods the banks where flowers increase ; 
Like trees are by the river side 
Where pastures grow and waters glide : 
Bcscending dews and gentle rain, 
Make Eden's garden grow again. 



HYMN CCCLXIX. 

The trees of Eden. 

LL these are emblems of mine own^ 
And every beast has part in me ; 
It is where truth and mercy *s known, 
And where T would from sorrow flee. 



A 
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It 's where the law of God he wrote, 
Temptation 's the forbidden tree, 
' Tis where ray nature doth promote 
Exalted, sinjfal deeds in me. 

' T is where the xurse of God is known. 
And where the Lamb in judgment reigns ; 
Where man doth drink ms cup alone 
Of gall and wormwood, death and pains. 

' T is where temptation is my bride. 
Because I love her joyful ways ; 
' T is where my sins m darkness hide. 
And where my tongue is dumb to praise. 

' T is where my name to life is lost. 
In a low state I 'm cursed there ; 
Like chaff without the ^tes I 'm toss'd, 
Wandering, curs'd, and m despair. 



HYMN CCCLXX 
The prodigal's return. 

OH, visions of eternal light 
How ye around my heart do shine. 
Thy sun-beams are for ever bright. 
But darkness is this heart of mine. 

My deeds like serpents wound my heart, 
They make my very veins to flow ; 
My griefe do swell my inward part, 
Oh| now a judgment day I know. 
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My footstepe hastened me to death, 
Oh shadow, how thou art mine own f 
In woe and grief I spend my breath. 
Oh, could I find my father*8 horaa 

The Lord shows me this heart of miiie> 
A heavenly father^s bounding care ; 
How like the sun his lore doth shine, 
He comes to me and clothes me there. 



HTMN CCOLXXL 
The harp of Davids king of Israel. 

WHY do the hand and heart reply 
The singing voice of various sound t 
If David's hetfft is now not nigh, 
Why do the pen and harp abound ? 

Why doth the record shine so bright 
}f there "s no spirit^ nor no Son 
To give tiie heiurt of children ligbt ? 
For this, his love to us has come. 

He, Israeli offerings doth renew. 
His songs, his harp, his sounds df praise ; 
He gives us fiedth and courage too, 
Ana light and life to rule our days. 

Of Israel's Ood we make our boast. 
The resurrecti<m ! Christ hisson; 
He *s come to us to save the lost. 
He bids the Jew and Gentile coxoe« 
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HYMN CCCLXXIL 
The children of Sharon's mourning hymn. 

LIKE to young willows by iihe^eam^ 
Will in the courts of Qoa be seen ; 
To offer Qod our thanks and praise, 
ShaU be the glory of our days. 

The Lord fi>r us our songs prepare. 
To «ing ithem right shall be our care ; 
Our tongues from folly we 'U restrain. 
And bless &e day we nieet agaifu 

*• T is goodly to our friends to see 
Their JitUe kindred all agree ; 
In us their joy «nd comfort lies 
When we are harmless, meek, and wise. 

Oh, may we like the garden gsow 
Where every plant the Lord do^ know ; 
And Zion's songs for ever simg, 
By every heart and every tongue. 



HYMN CCCLXXIIL 
The glory ofchiMren* 

WISDOM is a erown of glory. 
And a diadem io weai' ; 
Let us pray and sing for ever. 
See we have a shepherd's care. 

Jesus too is kind fuid loving. 
Oh, he calls us to his throne i ^ 

Prayer and praise to us he 's giving. 
And ihe blessings of his own^ 



r 
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Now we *re joyful where he »s feeding; 

As the harmless flocks appear. 
His soft hand is gently leadmg. 

Pastures 's green, and water 's clear. 

Like the dore we 'U horer round him. 
Wooing for his oft; return : 

And rejoicing when we 've found him^ 
Loving children cease to moum. 



HYMN CCCLXXIV. 
ITie broad way that leadeth to dettrucUoau 

AN invitation touch 'd mine ear, 
I thought the voice was true*; 
A dear- companion did appear, 
I fear'd and levM her toei 

She courted me with fondest smiles^ 

My feeble heart to win ; 
My soul to her she reconciles, 

As Eve did fjote begin I 

Her glory shone belbre mine eyes. 

She led the trackless way 
Until, with shame and great 8urprise> 

I found my feet astray ! 

My bride grew pale, her feet did slide^ 

As restless as the sand, 
I saw I had a wanderine bride, 

A pale and withering nand. 
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The storms did rise, the winds did blow ; 

My bride and I did part, 
Her friendly hand had pierc'd me through. 

And broke my grieving heart 



HYMN CCOLXXV. 
ThevfOf^iolifi, 

I SAW my aged father weep, 
My mother's eyes in tears ; 
Oh, could I find a Mend to keep 
My soul from troubled years. 

I saw abroad a joyful guest. 

In filth and ra?B return ; 
I saw their joy ftu hours at best 

Did lead them on to mourn. 

I saw a dove that never sung, 

Nor tasted mirth nor wine ; 
Yet wisdom's ways were from his tongue, 

I said, oh, dove, be mine ! 

Oh, were thioe heart to me a bride. 
Thy likeness my bridegroom ; 

For on thy clothing is no pride. 
Thy thoughts are on the tomb. 

Then would my heart thy ways pursue. 
Thy feet from stains be clean ; 

Thy ways are straight, and narrow toa 
And Uxoxx alone art seen. 
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Oh, partner of my lastiDg joys. 
Alone thou came for me, 

Nor time, aor death thy life deetroysi 
Ob, tree of life to me. 



HYMN OCOLXXVI 
7%e kingdom of heaven. 

OH, is thy ^ate so hard to find 
Because its in the heart or mind f 
Because mine eyes do gaze Mkmudt 
I never, never, see my God. . 

Although thy gate 's a narroir way 
There 's room for every soul that stray; 
There is no night nor darkness there^ 
The sun is clear, the morning &ir. 

This was at first my native home. 
From thence I 've wandered all aJone ; 
My spirit led me fiaj astray 
From the blest morning of my day» 

But now mine e^es my Cedlings see. 
And this blest langdom 's near to me ; 
And every part shsul enter in 
That do return and leave their sin. 

And this again is Eden blest 

With every tree, and peace, and rest; 

And every portion of the mind, 

A place in heaven and £artb doth find 
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HYMN CCCLXXVII. 

The tabernacle of God. 

WHEN I the Toice of God can hear. 
This i8 the place of his abode ; 
The place where I his judgments fear, 
The way, the gate, the narrow road. 

» T is where my Judge did take his stat. 
And made my life and limbs his own ; ^ 

And where he wisdom doth repeat. 
The sacred place where God is known. 

O God, I pray, ixwsess my heart, 
And let thy dwelling. Lord, be tiiere, 
And let my soul wit£ thee have part, 
like angels that are in thy care. 

To hear thy Toice is life and bread, 
Thou Israel taught to mourn and sing ; 
And thou the flocks of Jacob led 
From Egypt's hard, oppressive king ! 

Oh, could my heart with Jacob share. 
Oh, could my spirit taste thy bread ; 
Oh, could my soul thy spirit hear ' 

To lead me as thou Israel led. 

Then would my tongue direct the ways 
Of them that mourn thy face to see ; 
Then would my hand write songs of praise. 
For tongues to offer unto thee. 



# 
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HYMN CCCLXXVIII. 

The ways of life. 

THE ways of life are dark and deep 
For weary souls to traTel througn. 
Sometimes we laugh, sometimes we weep, 
Sometimes with many — ^theu with few. 

Sometimes we count our sins alone. 
And then behold the erring way ; 
Sometimes we think upon the tomb, 
In the young morning of the day. 

Sometimes perplex'd with burdening cares, 
Aad live as if to God unknown ; 
Sometimes with wheat we 're sowing tares, 
And gatlier from the seeds we 've sown. 

Life is a bubble easy broke, 
And this before our eyes we see ; 
When death doth give the fittal stroke. 
Then all the ways of life do flee. 

Come home my thoughts, be join'd in one. 
Though thy com][)anion8 be but few ? 
And'put no trust in time to come. 
How soon thy life-time may be tluough. 

HYMN COOLXXIX. 
J%e end of time, 

HOW aged thou appear'st, 
What numbers thou hast slain. 
What a shrill Toice is in mine ears 
No longer to remain. 
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Oh, judge of all my days 
Thy b^mce now has come ; 
I see the book of all my days. 
The deeds my life has doae. 

My spirit read them o'er. 
And read the judgment join'd ; 
For thou shalt cease and do no more. 
This book is thy own mind. 

If Qod doth set thee free 
From sorrow and from guilt. 
Then Christ the Lord has come to thee 
Cbth'd with the blood he spilt. 

Then shall thy soul rejoice. 
Oh, time on earth farewell ; 
My spirit joins a joyful voice. 
Thus tolls the closing bell. 



HYMN CCCLXXX. 
The vrisdom of the Lord, 

WHEN I look oyer ages past. 
Through history's veil I see 
The first of man shall oe his last, 
A harmless child to thee. 

The hills and valley's shall depart. 
The roughest ways be plain ; 

The crooked ways that 's in the heart 
No more in roan remain. 
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Tliy works, God, are easy known 
Wlien thou our thoughts subdue ; 

When we «calt thee to the throne, 
And make thee teacher too. 

As we resign thou dost arise. 
The heart *s thy holy' place ; 

And there thou dfost direct the wise ; 
Those see thee fsice to £ELce. 



HYMN CCCLXXXI. 
Thenuin of sin, 

OH, sinner, know thy joys are found> 
Come taste, and feel, and see. 
The Lord for thee 's prepar'd the ground, 
Thy judge will set thee free. 

Behold I the folds together join. 

That time hath set apart ; 
By rule, by compass, and by line 

Their house is built by art 

The wisdom of a Saviour's min^ 

Doth every kind restore. 
To every one, impaitial kind^ 

That doth his love adore. 

Ootne home to worship and to praise, 

And see his wisdom blest ; 
The grace that was in David's days 

Doth give to Israel rest 
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HYMN CCOLXXXII. 
The blessings of peace, 

WHERE wisdom do together flow. 
It is a kingdom here below ; 
Where piuises do together rise 
They 're like the incense in the skiee. 

The lamb and dove together ^oiii'd, 
The joy and grace of every kmd ; 
Oh, here we see the breaa and frame. 
For every kind, and every name. 

With prayer, O God, we bend the knee. 
Our hearts do feel, our eyes do see ; 
Thou art our shepherd, and alone 
To do thy will and bl^ our home. 

With joy we meet, with thanks we part, 
Our Lord thou art, our God thou art : 
Worthy of glory, thanks, and praise, 
Our morning and succeeding aays. 

HYMN OCOLXXXIII. 
The humilUy of man exalts the Lord. 

OLORD, how low my thoughts should be 
When I behold how great thou art ; 
Blest is the man that com'st to thee. 
And thou wilt write upon his heart 

Thy name, with blood is written there 
When we partake of grief and pain. 
When we can see our souls are bare. 
As children turn to thee again. 
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Receive us. Lord, behold how we 
Are naked, trembling in thine eyes ; 
We own, but forms of earth we be. 
And sin^l, stubborn, and unwise. 

Oh, that thj- voice maj fill the ear. 
No other. Lord, we mourn to know ; 
Oh, may tiiy love to us appear. 
We *ve travel'd many sorrows through. 

Receive us in thy holy care, 
Thy spirit be our rising sun. 
And ever hear our mournful prayer. 
In us thj heavenly will be done. 



HYMN CCCLXXXIV. 
Increasing in wisdom. 

OLORD, I see my path is plain. 
No crooked serpent 's in my way ; 
I 've left my Mends that were so vain. 
They never taught me how to pray. 

But now I hun^r and I thirst, 

For thou hast rormed my heart in prayer, 

Thou hast a store for ever blest ; 

O God, my Saviour, feed me there t 

Thy spirit 's strength to all my bones. 
And every joint thy love can feel ; 
My heart (ud dweU among the tombe 
Till thou did'st life to me reveal. 
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Mj (lays fargottea, aad they're gone, 
Smoe I have known thy mind and will ; 
There is no terror in the tomb, 
And all my restless thoughts are still. 

HYMN OCCLXXXV. 
Coming near unto death, 

OH, shadow of my rest 
Keep not from me tiiy veil ; 
My spirit 's still, my thoughts at rest> 
No fears can now prevail 

Receive my feeble hand. 
And cease my blood to flow ; 
I know thou com'st at Gfod's command, 
My fiiend — ^but not my foe I 

I »m rich in pearls of love. 
The Lord hais blest my mind ; 
My thoughts are placed on heaven above, 
And I »m to death resigned. 

Thou dost demand my clay. 
The earth shall have her own ; 
But oh ! my life wiU not decay, 
Nor perish in the tomb. 



H 



HYMN CCCLXXXVI. 
77ie visitations of the Lord, 
OW dreadful is the coming day 



When I must die and flee away ; 
If I have not a place of rest 
Where Moses and tiie prophets blest : 

D 
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For life doth there for ever reign, 

Messiah and his living name ; 

And there no king of terrors be. 

That 's often been a dread to me. 

Why do those shadows veil the mind T 

They are, that I my life may find ; 

As uod command'st the clouds to move. 

Those are the favours of his love. 

O Gk>d, I '11 leave this world and flee. 

Nor cease till I can come to thee. 



HYMN CCCLXXXVII. 
7%e hindrance of improvement in righieoumess. 

WHAT mists, O Lord, do cloud my smi 
How often doth ray light decay ; 
Vipers are in the course I run, 
And crooked serpents in my way. 

They mock my name and bmd my feet; 
They see that filth is on my hands. 
And all my child-like deeds repeat. 
And blot away my best commands. 

I try to shun the blocks they lay. 
It 's hard their hissing to endure ; 
And these are ever in my way, 
Idy heart doth never seem secure. 

They find the doors and enter in. 
They bind me with the strongest cord ; 
They praise my errors and my sin. 
And those become that day my lord. 
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Oh, heayen, make mj spirit strong. 
For these do come nay fidth to try ; 
I hate them, and I know thcj 're wrong. 
And yet I do with them comply. 

HYMN CCCLXXXVIII. 

Strength from the word of God, or balm to the 

afflicted, 

I SEE how tired serpents be> 
I see them weary m their way, 
I see them cease to visit me ; 
Their glory like the leaves decay. 

I feel my trembling spirit rise. 
My hope as balm aotn cheer my soul ; 
The tempests cease that 's in the skies. 
The restless billows cease to rolL 

My heart doth like the garden grow 
That 's blest with gentle ra^n and dews; 
And vipers cease my soul to know^ 
To hiss, the serpents do refuse. 

Oh, lawless nature, worse than death 
Thy ways have to my spirit been ; 
The Lord has come to still thy breath. 
And make my footsteps clear and dean. 

HYMN CCCLXXXIX. 
The overshadowing of divine love* 

BENEATH an angel's spreading wings 
My soul doth rest, my^itttDgB; 
And there my pastures ever grow 
Where springs ariie and rivers flow : 
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And there I find mj feeding place, 
Mj hands and feet do see release, 
And there I move a joyful tongue. 
And there the angel's songs ai'e sung : 
And here the banner ^s peace and love. 
And souls are harmless as the dove. 
No part the shepherds doth offend. 
And here my sms do have an end ; 
And here my hands and feet are free. 
My tongue, (>od, to worship thee. 



HYMN CCCXC. 

O Lord, I am thine ! Thou hast fashioned my 
Bo\A by thy spirit. Thou hast called me as the living 
from tlie deaa. Thou bast been mine altar, and mine 
offerinffs have been unto thee. Hear the prayer of thine 
afflicted, for I am sorrowful for thy little ones that liave 
been with me ; they kjiow not my grief; thou alone 
hast measured them, and sealed uiem up in. thy 
treasures. Love thine own with mercy, and chASten 
ihem with fear. Tliey ai-e thy people, when tJiey shall 
cry unto thee ; as the child having no bread. Feed 
them from thine hand, receive their offering, and bless 
their land, and make their vine fruitful unto tliee. 
Give them the blessings of Israel, for they are thine 
own, and thou hast called them from among the nations 
of tlie world. Be unto them a father, when I shall be 
no more ; save them by thi^ right hand, and write tliy 
name on the thoughts of their heart Chasten them with 
mercy, and teach them the fear of the Lord. Let their 
mind l>e unto thee, and their supplication to the Most 
High. Water tlicm with thy love, and thev shall grow 
in thy name, as a garden, West with dew from heaven. 
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?be8C, Lord, are mine offeruigs unto thee. Oh, that 
fiey may find acceptance with thee ; that thou mayest 
eceive them as thine own ; and thy spirit rule over 
hem for ever. Frame their conscience oy thine liand. 
Jrant them grace without measure, and mercy unto all 
»eople. Reveal thy name by little children, and thy 
jve to the world, and thy servant shall rest when I 
hall be no more. 



Upon a throne thy name shall be. 
Thy works compass thee round ; 

Through little babee ^all others see 
Thy glorious name renown'd. 

Oh, thou that movest on the deep. 

And caus'dst the sun to rise ; 
Lord, with thine own thy covenants keep 

Direct their sacrifice. 

Let wisdom be their hourly guide, 

Oh, keep their footsteps dean ; 
Make them thine house, thy church, thy bride, 

Thy love to them be seen. 

Lord, may thy spirit long endure 

Their feeble limbs to bear ; 
Their bread be sweet, their water pure. 

And heaven receive their prayer. 

H^ guardian angels them attend. 

Truth after trut£ reveal ; 
And Israel's fiiivours, Lord, attend. 

Each wounded heart to hcaiL 



i 
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HYMN* CCCXGI. 

jJn acknowledgment of the providence of God* 
%oith prayer for merqf. 

OGOD, to thee we humbly own. 
Thine is the kingdom and the thiODe ; 
Although th J name we cannot see. 
We adk our fayours, Lord« of thee. 

Thou art our Judge, in our distress 
Thou art our God our souls to bless ; 
An power to give and take awaj, 
O God, we know are thine this daj. 

Show us 'the paths our feet should tread* 
Oh, let our hands bj thine be led ; 
And where the living waters flow. 
We pray, thine hand will lead us too. 

There is no time on earth to lose, 
Nor long to halt which way to choose ; 
Lord, grant us light the way to see 
How we shall liye and walk with thee. 



HYMN CCOXCII. 
Thtfear of the Lord. 

HOW dreadful. Lord, thy presence are 
When thou behold'st our sins ; 
It brings the sluggard's heart to prayer. 
Our mourning tnen begins. 
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Oh, then Tre taste, and feel, and see 

The erring paths we tread ; 
And that we *ve not been led by thoc, 

Nor fed .upon ihj bread. 

This mortal frame with fear doth shake, 
■ There 's sorrow in our breath ; 
Our eyes to death and hell awake, 
"We *re swallow'd up in death ! 

How bruis'd and wounded arc our feet 

The scorpion's path we 've trod ; 
We hastened on our judge to meet, 

And fear before our God. 



HYMN CCCXCIIL 
The hervefit of conviction, 

A WOUNDED heart I feel. 
My limbs are bruis'd and sore ; 
My God doth now my sins reveal. 
And call'st to sin no more. 

My heart doth seem to bleed. 
My soul doth faint and die, 
I see where all the righteous feed ; 
While I in prison he. 

A chain doth bind my feet. 
And cords confine my hands ; 
Day after day I woes repeat. 
My Uiougnts arc on the sand^. 



\ 
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I see that I am dnsti 
And driven by the wind ; 
My soul has been, from wisdom lost^ 
iBecause my soul hath sinn^. 



HYMN CCCXCIV. 
The beginning ofh^pe^ 

AT a far distance now I see 
A spark of light that shines to me ; 
I think 1 11 more my feet and try 
To practice wisdom lest I die. 
The gleam of light mine eyes do see 
Is moving nearer unto me ; 
The form of man I there behold. 
Is it^the Son that Judas sold ? 
Oh, doth he live on earth to reign. 
The humble Son the wicked 's Sain ? 
His spirit doth impress my mind^ 
The spark I saw is life to find : 
A shadow that is in my breast. 
To heal my heart and give me rest. 

HYMN eCCXCV. 
The church of God, or the flocks ofhrmel. 
HO are these babes in white I see ? 



W 



Is it a vision or a dream ? 
Is this the love of Gk>d to me. 
Or these Messiah doth redeem. 

The small still voice doth now reply 
AH these are spirits of mine own ; 
And unto man they 're drawing nigh. 
That God the Father may be known. 
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Oh, these are Israel newly dress*d, 
That have a portion in the heart ; 
They 've come again to seek their rest, 
And never, never shall depart 

AH these are blest in heaven above. 
And these shall rest on earth below ; 
And all the children of my love 
Shall Christ the Son, and Father know. 



HYMN OCCXCVI. 

The Lord vmtering the vineyards of Israel. 

WITH rain and dew be ever blest 
Ye little children of my care ; 
Your spirits shall with Israel rest. 
For David and Messiah 's there. 

The vine shall bear, the olive grow, 
And at your gates I* 11 write my name ; 
Your eyes shall see, your heart shall know 
That I return to earth again. 

My spirit is a crown of joys 
To all that lend an ear to hear. 
Your tongues shall make a joyful noise. 
And Israel's glory shall appear. 

Attend the precepts of my love. 
My blessing 's as Iftie rain and dew 
Shall then descend from heaven above^ 
And every sabbath shall be new. 
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HYMN CCOXCVII. 
A gr(ywth in righteousness, 

I FEEL my spirit to ascend 
From tlie dark pit of woes ; 
Myheart doth know I have a friend 
That *B stronger than mj foes I 

I see my fields are fresh and green. 
The Dud and flower appears, 

And fruit upon the vines are seen; 
I 've water'd them with tears. 

The serpent seems to bow his head. 
His name's written with shame ; 

By him my dear Redeemer bled 
That died and rose again. 

He 's in the priest and elder too. 
And man^ that attend ; 

His days with me shall be but few, 
I see his glory end. 



HYMN CCCXCVIII. 

Lord, thou art over all things, and wo arc b 
thy wisdom till our sun set and rise again ; till 
to ourselves, and live to thee. Let thy chasten: 
with mercy, and thy counsels with love. Be thou r 
to the afflicted ; eyes to the blind, and feet to the 
seek thy dwelling-place. Strengthen our weakne 
bread from thee, and quench our thirst with thei 
of thv spirit. Wo are poor, and without thee 
dumb to know tliv will, and silent to declaio thi 
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[ace words in our hearts, and moTO our tongues to 
ach of th^ works, Bring thy kingdom near unto u». 
et the spirit of tiiy saints be seen in action, and thy 
ord rule over us for ever. Thou art our God. 

Praise is comely for the Just. 

TV ^TT voice from slumbering sleep shall rise, 
i.Vx My heart shall taste thy food ; 
For thou, O Lord, dost light mine eyes 
To see thy name is good. 

Lend us thine hand to gently lead 

Where Jacob fed his fold ; 
And let us with thv children feed. 

That worshipped thee of old. 

Be with us where thy flock doth feed. 

That hunger'd for thv bread ; 
And where thy saints the church did lead» 

For whom wy son hath bled I 

Save us from fainting on our way. 

And let thy springs be found ; 
And when we meet to praise and pray. 

Thy name shall be renown'd. 



HYMN CCCXCIX. 
Receiving the blessing. 

LORD, at thy feet I lie. 
And burden'd with despair ; 
I for thy blessing humbly cry. 
For thou hast led me mere. 
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• 

Let not my sins prevail. 
Nor blot away thy name ; 
Nwyet thy heart of mercy seal, 
Wnile I am thus in pain. 

Oh, child, thy blessing know. 
The spirit doth reveal ; 
For thou art blest when thou art low. 
And all thy sins can feeL 
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HYMN CCCC. 
The humility of the Lord, 
OW near my heart thou com'st. 



Oh, })rophet of my grace ; 
Hast thou arisen from the tombs, 
Thy spirit in this place ? 

Thou art the holy word 
That hatii to Israel shone ; 
Thou art a prophet &om the Lord 
This world hath never known. 

How do thine eyes foresee 
Those suns of heavenly light ; 
Thou gather'st moiuners home to thee. 
In children hast delight, 

Oh, wise and humble mind. 
Of thee I ask no more ; 
Save, to my thirsty soul be kind. 
And feel the sins I *ve bore I 
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HYMN CCCCI. 
TJie good things of the kingdom of the Lord, 

HOW can ray soul with these com pare. 
On which the righteous feed ? 
Oh, hast thou brought my spirit there, 
And doth my conscience lead ? 

Lord, from the springs of flowing love 

I drink a full supply. 
Unceasing flow from heaven above, 

No joys thou dost deny. 

Thy garments are for ever clean. 

As white as snow tlie j are ; 
Thou 'st plac'd ray spirit by the stream. 

And made rae fruitful there. 



HYMN CCCCII. 
Tidings from the Lost. 

HOW dark our deserts were. 
How wandering were our feet ; 
We sought for fruit nor found it there. 
Nor crumbs of bread to eat. 

Our shepherds rose so high 
Their souls we could not see ; - 
Thev ever told us we were nigh, 
W here spirits ought to be. 

But oh, the mountain feU, 
And we were lost abroad ; 
And sorrows, as no tongue can tell 
We tasted from our Ood. 
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We taste a little food, 
Ob, unexpected place ; 
"Where evil was we find the good. 
The bread and springs of grace. 

Our shepherd's voice was air. 
The hol|ow trumpet's sound ; 
Although in precept, praise, or prayer. 
No God nor Chnst we found I 



HYMN CCCCIII. 
7 he blessings of life, 

OH, now my life 's a pearl of joys, 
I taste the fruit and hear the noige ; 
The voice doth loud of wisdom speak, 
I taste of mercy for the weak. 

And more and more mine eyes do see 
That GJod is merciful to me ; 
A thousand wonders I relate. 
That God destroys and doth create. 

The heavens are dear, the world is new» 
And life and peac« I 'm travelling to ; 
And where the saint with God 's at rest, 
I taste their bread, and know I 'm blest 

HYMN CCCCIV. 
77ie thoughts of the heart. 

MY thoughts, how swift abroa^ ye fly. 
How empty you return ; 
You often tell me joys are nigh, 
Before the day I mourn. 
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Oh, could you cease this restless flight. 

And find a home t' would stay; 
You might, in joy and peace delight. 

And never flee away. 

Is there no mansion in my heart 7 

Is there no kingdom there ? 
So often you from home depart 

It leaves my heart in prayer. 

I see your fluttering, weary wings, 

I see your feilse return ; 
Oh, have you been with priests and king!*, 

And see their house doth mourn ? 
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HYMN CCCCV. 
Contentment with small thing*. 
HEN in my cot I dwell, 



And I can close the door ; 
I bid this restless world farewell. 
And seek for her no more. 

My thoughts are all at home, 
And wisdom's breast is there, 
Nor is my spirit there alone ; 
Though silent ia my prayer. 

Oh, wisdom, keep me there. 
Thine hand abroad I '11 show ; 
My spirit 's ever in thy care. 
And I thy heart do know. 
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Although the tempests rage. 
And crowns in glory shine ; 
Thou art the joy of every a^e, 
And power and glory 's tiiiuc. 

Tliougfh low is thy estate 
To pnnces on the throne ; 
Thy soul, contentment can relate, 
Contentment is thine own. 
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est is the Lord that doth descend, 60 

•m to obtain a happy price, 91 

•m with a veil spreiBid o'er mine eyes, 189 

tter than once mine eyes can see, 190 

sst are the souls mine eyes can see* 245 

neath an angel's spreading wings, 307 



TABIrX OF BTX90« 
C 

Could I see Christ before mine eyes, SS 

D 

Deep is the liyine spring, 144 

Despair how cola 's thj hand, 379 

F 

From the dark regions of the dead, 65 

From earlj ages hast thou come, 77 

Flur bride that bears m j^ grief aWsj, 158 

From the deep vale of grief and troes, 91d 

O 

Great are the pleasures of the Lord» 347 

,r g -r 

How inoffensive I can be, 38- 

How can m j spirit ever thirst 33 

How lonesome is that weary soul, 51 

How long Messiah was in birth, 79 

How bright, to me the morning shone, 99 

How soon for sin my Judge appears, 96 

How lawless. Lord, our thougnts can be, 99 

How fieur thy morning sun doth shine, 103 

How rich, O Lord, thy treasures are, 106 

However small my part may be^ 111 

How good it is thy name to see, 114 

How clear I hear the trumpet sound, 131 

How sure I find my resting place, ISO 

' How clean, God, my feet shall be, 135 

How joyful and how olest the crumb, 151 

How joyfuUr the harp doth sound, 15$ 

How can it be that souk are lost, 170 

How deep I find the pursing stream, 176 

How sweet, Lord, my food can be, 100 

How beautiful thy garments are, 184 
How trackless is that boundless plain, ^ 194 
How hard it is my griejb to» bear, ' 196 



TABLS OF BTMKB. 

How good it is to keep our feet, 
How dark my spirit. Lord, can be, 
How long I sought £rom hill to hill, 
How clear doth rise my morning sun, 
How beautiful thy ^ments are. 
How long have I this garment worn. 
How poor and naked. Lord, I feel. 
How gently doth my shepherd feed. 
How dark my way doth^seem to be, 
How sweet the waters are. 
How from the dead my heart doth rise, 
How weary all my heart has been, 
How aged thou appear'st, 
How dreadful is tne coming day. 
How dreadful. Lord, thy presence are, 
How near my heart thou com'st, 
How can my soul with these compare, 
How dark our deserts were, 

I 

I sought, Gfod, but knew not where, 

I scarce had seen a morning sun. 

It was from Ood my life arose^ 

In peace, I now my head recline. 

In thee, God, all living dwell, 

I feel thy loye to make me clean^ 

Is not the heart of David nigh. 

In thee we now salvation find, 

In Eden once all nature join'd, 

I thouffht a lisht mine eyes did see, 

I see thee in my highest station, 

I 'U raise mine eyes to heaven above, 

I will receive a parent's care. 

It is not in the groves that gn>w, 

I feel my mind to move, 

I hurt my soul, I wound my mind. 



] saw Uioe ou the raoimtain ranging, 
I saw niy aged fetiier weep, 
I see how tired serpeDte be, 
I feel mj spirit to aecGnd, 

K 
Kuovn to nj breast sod fi'ee, 

L 
Lord, where tha water 'a still and dear. 
Lord, teach me how to read thy Uwa, 
Lord, ID my abe I have no rent 
Lord, present, as thou art. 
Lord, thy enlivening grace I feel 
Lord, as tMa world I leave. 
Lord, I was for thy purpose made, 
Lord, thou didst in tbe body dwell, 
Long for thy name, O Lord, I 've sought, 
Lone havo my feet the fetters wore, 
Lord, if my life to thee I give, 
Lord, in my heart ajoy I feel. 
Lord, how shall I from kotow flee. 
Lord, liow I feel my Btrewli to giiJW, 
Lord, in thy mercy, long Ilrust, 
Lord, what a broken heart I feel, 
Ltoyi, hoif I wept and groao'd, Bnd cried. 
Lord, from thy holy breaat 1 drew. 
Lord, how my soul hath jnourn'd for tbee^ 
Let hearen aud earth bejoin'd tosmg. 
Lord, when mj eoni doth upward rise, 
Lord, how my feet do slide asb^y , 
Lord, how rame eyes were clos'd to thee. 
Lord, now I know that I was lost. 
Lord, when I feel my mind opjvess'd. 
Lord, how I fee! re&esh'd, 
Lord, BR thy quickening {ore descends. 
Lord, all my heart doth seem to move. 



Lead, vhen my thoughts to thee arise, 
Lone, my Mends, we 've toU'd together, 
Lor$ through our land let Joidan flow. 



Hy hetirt is broken and distreBs'd, 
Hy hope t]irough troubles doth uiat 
Sly spirit life in me doth find, 
Hy lifo, O Qod, is sorrow here, 
Uy spirit 'b koown no God. but one, 
My lue doth coll ray spirit home. 
My hope is in my breic^ 
My dread and Teara why did ye flee 
My sins did &r remove, 
Tij God, ray joy, my peaee, my k«1 
My spirit's bending poor and low. 
My spirit doth thy K«>dnees see, 
My soul 'a remoy'd troni ikr astray. 
My present comfort, [md to come, 
My tears bej^n to gnmt relief 
My garments all ahall be mine own. 
My pasture, Lord, is fresh and greui 
My soul no more shall ever die. 
My weary feet at rest. 



My feet have on the mountain stood, 
My soul doth now in judgment rise. 
My pain doth cease, my kive decays. 
My spirit 'b Dear the pnsm door, 
My words aie lees, my steps sre few, 
Hy heart is pierced with pain, 

K' * voice from slamberinK sleep shall riw 
thoughts, how swift unna ye fly. 



TABLX OF HTinrS. 

N 

Ifo flock nor fold we envy not, 6 

No food I on my table see, 39 

No friend doth heaven or earth afford, 35 

Now I behold thy hands are clean, 5iOO 

O 

O Lord, that I may sackcloth wear, 6 

O Lord, within my heart I feel, 7 

Oh, shall I rise or slumber still, 8 

O Lord, I have a silent tongue, 10 

O Lord 't is thy delight to ieed, 1 S 

O Lord, I find a restmg place, 17 

O God, thy spirit is the place, 17 

Oh, what temptations I nave known, 19 

Oh little flock to Jesus join'd, 34 

Oh welcome pleasure, long 1 've sought, 515 

O God, how constant is thy care, S7 

O Lord, thy love my heart can feel, 38 

O Lord, thou hast my heart impress'd, 30 

O Lord, do I behold thy throne, 31 

O Lord, I find that I am frail, 34 

O Lord, when I behold thy throne, 36 

O Lord, how short's our time to know, 38 

O Lord, my thoughts did rise too high, 41 

O Lord, a wounded heart I feel, 43 

O Lord, why did my spirit cease, 47 

O Lord, my life dotn leap for joy, 56 

O Lord, how sure I find my trust, 57 

Oh pride, thou long and stumbling stone, 58 

Qh, could I half express, 63 

Oh Jordan, ever flowing sign, 67 

O Lord, to see mine eyes were blind, 71 

O God, thy spirit 's bread and wine, 7f 

O Lord, shall I forsake thy name, 73 

Oh happy sisters of my breast, 73 



TABLE OF HYMNS. 

Oh cuardian angel, house of prayer, 74 

Oh, now I *ve sought, and how I 've found, 78 

Oh harmless infants of my days, 80 

O Lord, must I an infant he, 81 

O Lord, my thoughts are like the wind, 81 

O Lord, wnen I thy mercy found, 83 

O Lord, thine arm compass'd roe round, 84 

O Lord, how blest my spirit feels, 89 

O Lord, I 've plac'd my feet with care, 90 

Oh unseen visage yet to come, 94 

O Lord, if I thy voice can hear, 100 

O that my soul a child could be, 101 

O Lord, now darkness clos'd me round, 102 

O how secure I feel my feet, 103 

O Lord, mine eyes do plainly see, 107 

O Lord, thy word is fciir and clean, 106 

O Lord, I nnd my heart in tune, 106 

O Lord, what spirits I perceive, 110 

O joyful spring that never ends, 113 

O Lord, how sweet the waters are, 113 

O Lord, it 's bread to know thy will, 115 

O Lord, I feel thy love around, 117 

O hope, thou art my friendly spouse, 118 

O Grod, by thee the mountains move, ISO 

O Lord, my sins did upward rise, 120 

O Lord, how faint my spirit feels, ISl 

O Lord, how vain 's the race I 've run, 123 

O Lord, thou giv'st my soul to know, 124 

O Lord I love thy name, 126 

O Lord I many voices hear, 127 

O Lord, we meet before thy name, 131 

O Lord, thy spirit gave me light, 138 

O Lord, what mountains do arise, 140 

Oh, Children, were you fed so full, 141 

Oh life, how bitter are thy woes, 143 

O Love, thou art the Lord's decree, 14$ 



TABLE OF HYMNS. 

O Lord, thy footsteps now I find, 148 

O Lord, to thee I upward look, 149 

O Lord, how sweet the waters are, 150 

O Lord, lift up mme eyes to see, 153 

Oh, may I see where tfacob dwell, 154 

Oh, now I see the tribes at rest, 156 

O Lord, what wonders I can see, 161 

Oh, why should men be deaf and blinds 163 

O Lord, must I these joys forsake, 164 

Oh, who is this that runs before, 169 

O Lord, thou giy'st mine eyes to see, 169 

Oh how I ffroan*d my life away, 173 

O Lord, why did my spots remove, 176 

O Lord, how plain mine eyes can see, 177 

O Lord, how well thy works agree, 178 

Oh, how I feel my soul distress'd, 180 

Oh, tribulation, rude and wild, 165 

O Lord, how dim 's mine eyes to see, 188 

Oh, thou attendant of my mind, 904 

Oh, endless, burning flame, 911 

O God, thou rais'd me from the dust, 917 

O Lord, thy tender hand» 919 

O Lord, I Know that thou art nigh, 931 

O Gk)d, how plain my way I see, 991 

O Lord, thy word is life to me, 997 

O Lord, my heart within doth feel, 999 
O Lord, I know that thou art good, 
O ^ded steps how bright ye shine, 
O time, unknown, mysterious bride, 
O Lord, in thee our jovs we find, 
O Lord, be with us wnen we mourn. 
Oh, how the morning sun doth rise. 
Oh, fluttering wing, oh, thoughtless mind. 
Oh, sister dear, and brotiier kind. 
Oh, could I find that flowing breast, 
On thorns I pierced my wandering feet. 



TABLE OF B7MNS. 

Oh, sweetened cup, oh, milk and wine, 

O Lord, my spirit seems to rise, 

O Lord, have pity on our ways, 

O Lord, when I my fi-ailtv own, 

Our freedom doth abound. 

Oh, how I weep for love and care, 

O Son, I saw thee coming home, 

Oh, could a lamb relate for me, 

O Lord, how joyful is my rest^ 

O Lord, how great thy mercies are, 

Oh, now my heart begins to feel. 

Oh, visions of eternal fight 

Oh, is thy gate so hard to find. 

Oh, sinner, know thy joys are found, 

O Lord, how low my thoughts should be, 

O Lord, I see my path is plain, 

Oh, shadow of my rest, 

O God, to thee we humbly own, 

Oh, now my life *8 a pearl of joys, 

R 
Resigned, I bow my head to know, 

S 
Some drawings in my soul I feel, 
Some gentle voice hath heard me cry. 
Sweet are the incomes of thy love. 
Sweet are the joys of Calvary, 
Sister, dear, how long distressed, 

T 
The distant regions far abroad, 
Through sorrow, joys do pine away, 
The Lord that gave me life and breatli. 
To me, I first from nothing came. 
The morning star of heavenly light, 
Through aU the records of thy name, 
• T was fear awoke my trembling frame, 



TABLE OF HYMXfl, 

Though in my heart my life doth live, 53 

There ifl no port of man is lost, S4 

• T is from the spirit of my God, W 
Thy weary feet mine eyes do see, 59 
Thou art the pillow of my rest, 61 
Tliere 's not a sign of death I see, 64 

* T is ancient days that are anew, 66 
This world, and all its joyful scenes, 66 
Temptation, th(»u pamtul bride, 68 
The cloud doth rise, the storm comes in, 76 
There 's none before mine eyes I see, 76 
Through the dark shade I found ray way, 89 
Through wo and bitter grief I feel, " 85 
There is a spirit all supreme, 87 
Though, I sliould with assemblies join, 8T 
The terror of tlie skies, 93 
ITiia day our tears like rivers run, 98 
The sun doth on my spirit rise, 114 

* T is from thy life my hand doth more, 199 
Thus saith the Lord, in strains of love, 146 
Though from mine eyes the tears did flow, 148 
The Lord doth make my sack-cloth clean, 160 
The Lord first laid the bottom stone, 168 
To whom shall I my sins confess, 174 
There is no tiir.e that we can lose, 181 
The oil 1 in njy spirit feel, 187 
The Lord hatli tun'd my heart to sing, 198 
The Lord directs my wandering feet, 909 
Twins from tlie Lord thai rul'st above, 205 
Tliere is a lamp before mine eyes, 207 
Tlu-ough all my future days and years, 210 

• T is good thy name to fear, 217 
The Lord liad pity on my cries, 229 
Thy will, O (Jod, my bread shall be, 295 
The nearer to the Lord we dwell. 231 
Thou endless ftmntain of all good, 343 
Through many a grief and languid gigh, 847 



TABIDS OF BTMNS. 

veil of death is o'er mine eyes, S59 

re 's none my goods envy, 260 

ugh mountains £Edl and worlds depart, 5^ 

ugh enemies like mountains rise, 267 

bread on which good Abram fed, 27tii 

bee my prayer doth rise, 288 

ways 01 life are dark and deep, 300 

U 

7orthy, Lord, am I to rise, 29 

leasured as my time can be, 91 

ithom'd deeps cannot contain, 188 

W 

It peace tliis restless world shall see, 15 

m first the light from heaven shone, 21 

' should I offer to my God, S& 

r didst thou mourn, oh lonesome one, 36 

$re friends and kindred meet in peace, 52 

m first the Lord in life appears, 61 

f did my spirit live to die, 68 

it peace I m my bosom feel, 75 

in sons of Zion sit on high, 79 

$n first I drew my pantmg breath, 86 

tre tumults meet, my feet shall shun^ 88 

it pleasure. Lord, I feel, 93 

:n all the earth was still abroad, 109 

in in my heart the saint doth rise, 111 

r is it planted in my breast, 119 

in I am bow'd belbre the Lord, 127 

r did I tremble with surprise, 131 

re Gk>d hath blest the land with peace, 134 

n angry foes are in a rage, 136 

f should the beating storm arise, 136 

t tidings now mine ears do hear, 139 

doth 3iy spiri^ Lord, delay, 145 

Q I possess the infant's name, 150 

t trioulatiou Jacob saw, 154 



Whore GoJ aiid Clitiet alone do dwell, 
Wlicn worlds fire huri'd hj tempests BtK 
What light. God, is finni thj throne, 
Where wiedoiu Bits enthron'd na high, 
What preoious fniit a SaTJour bears, 
Why Bhould I cast mine eyes abroad. 
When I atu thougbtlesHly at eafie, 
When Jeaus doth my sihr subdue, 
Waah'd from my jkuIM Bwts and etain. 
Why did the fnghtening shadow come. 
Why BtaDiIeBt thou aloce. 
With iorrow oow my i^ef I own, 
Why did aspork M-ithin my hwatA, 
When first the sacred flame arose, 
When I abroad my children ate. 
Why dotli my spirit rise, 
When I began my youthful days. 
When I drinlt of the bitter cup. 
With caution, fear, and tender *ittc. 
Why did I wait so long, 
Whatc'er I have or cao possess, 
Why are ray foes so still. 
When I Ue pa]o as death can be. 
Who taught mine eves to see. 
When I the heart ot others see, 
Whv is a law within my breast. 
Why do the 'haoA and heart reply. 
Wisdom is a erowQ of glory. 
When I the Wee of God can hear. 
When I look over ages past. 
Where wisdom do together flow. 
What miste, Lord, do cload my mn, 
Who arc these bahea in wbit« I aee. 
With rain and dew be STer blest. 
When in my cot I dwell. 
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